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CHAPTER I 

‘ Not a Britisher to be seen— or scarcely ! , Well, 
I can do Tvithout ’em for a bit.’ 

And the Englishman whose mind «ghaped these 
words continued his leisurely survey of the crowded 
sahn of a TyroleKse hotel, into which a dining-room 
like a college hall bad just emptied itself after the 
mid-day moal. Meanwhile a. German, sitting near, 
seeing that his tall neighbour had been searching his 
pockets in vain for matches, ^offered some. The 
Englishman’s quick smile in lespShse modified the 
Gorman’s general opinion of English manners, and 
the two exchanged some remarks on the weather' — 
a thunder shower was splashing outside — remarks 
which bore witness at least to the Englishrqan’s 
courage in using such knowledge of the German 
tongue as he possessed. Then, smoking contentedly, 
he leant against the wall behind him, still looking on. 

He saw a large room, some seventy feet long, filled 
with a, miscellaneous foreign crowdr-South Germans, 
Austrians, Russians, Italians— seated^ in groups round 
small tables, snrottg, Tlayfiag;;,(^j;dS;.*or._domino 0 S, 
reading tbe day’s news;papem"wmcli'' thb'„||jM6.uiar 
'just brought up, or lazily, E8ie#ag^''tie 
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good band which was playing some Bheingold selec- 
tion at the farther end. 

To liis left was a large family circle — Bnssians, 
according to information derived frain the head- 
waiter — and among them, a girl, apparently about 
eighteen, sitting on the edge of the party and 
absorbed in a novel of which she was eagerly 
turning the pages. Prom her face and figure the half 
savage or Asiatic note, present in the physiognomy 
and complexion of her brothers and sisters, was 
entirely absent. Her beautiful head with its luxuriant 
mass of black hair, worn low upon the cheek, and 
coiled in thick plaits behind, reminded the English- 
man of a Greek fragment he had admired, not many 
days before, in the Louvre ; her form too was of a 
classical lightness and perfection. The Englishman 
noticed indeed that her temper was apparently not 
equal to her looks. When her small brothers inter- 
rupted her, she repelled them with a pettish word 
or gesture ; the English governess addressed her, and 
got no answer beyond a haughty look; even her 
mother was soarcety better treated. 

Close by, at another table, was another young 
girl, rather younger than the first, and equally pretty. 
She too was dark-haired, with a delicate oval face 
and velvet-black eyes, but without any of the passionate 
distinction, the fire and flame of the other. She was 
German, evidently. She wore a plain white dress 
with a red sash, and her little feet in white shoes 
were lightly crossed in front of her. The face ^iid 
eyes were all alive, it seemed to him, with happiness, 
with the mere pleasure of life. She could not keep 
herself ’StilPioi^' a moment- Either she was sending 
aing sign^S'lo an elderly man near her, presumably 
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her father^ or cliaitoriag' at’ top Bi>eed with «aiiother 
girl of her own age, or gathering lier whole graceful 
body into a gesture of -.delight as the familiar Bhe-ingold 
music passed from one lovely motif to another. 

' Yon clear little thing ! ' thought the Englishman, 
with an impulse of ’tenderness, whieh passed into 
foreboding amiiseraent as he compared the pretty 
creature with some of the matrons sitting near her, 
with one in particular, a lady of enormous girth, 
whose aeluevements in eating and drinkiiig at meals 
imd soemed to him ama2:ing. Almost all the middle- 
aged women in the hotel were too fat, and had lost 
their youth thereby, prematurely. Must the fairy’ 
herself — Euphrosyne — come to such a muddy vesture 
in the end ? Twenty j^ears hence ? — alack ! 

' Beauty that must die.’ The hackneyed v/ords 
came suddenly to mind, and haunted him, as his eyes 
wandered round the room. Amid many coarse or 
commonplace types, he yet perceived an unusual 
number of agreeable or handsome faces ; as is indeed 
generally the case in any Austrian hotel. Paces, some , 
of them, among the very young girls ■especially, of a 
rose-tinted' fairness, and subtly expressive, the- dark' 
brows arching on white foreheads, the features straight 
and clean, the heads well carried, as though conscious 
of ancestry and tradition ; faces, also, of the bourgeoisie, 
of a simpler, Gretohen-like beauty faces- — a few- — ol ' 
‘ intellectuals/ as he fancied, ‘--including the girl with 
the novel ?« — not always handsome, but arresting, and 
sometimes noble* He felt himself in a border land of , 

■ races, where the Teutonic and, Latin strains had each ■ 
improved, the other;- and''the'' pretty young girls and 
,w?*ome]a seemed to him like -'flowars sprang from ^ an 
^oid and rich soil. Lie fouad’Ms pIc«'Siire in watching- 


them — the pleasure of ; the Ancient Mariner when he 
blessed the water-snahes. Bex had little to say to it ; 
and personal desire nothing. Was he not just over 
forty ?--a very busy Englishman, snatching a hard- 
earned holiday. — a bachelor, moreover, . whose own 
story lay far behind him. 

‘ Beauty that must die.’ The words reverberated 
and would not be dismissed. Was it because he had 
just been reading an article in a new number of the 
Quarterly, on ‘ Contemporary Feminism,’ with mingled 
amazement and revolt, roused by some of the strange 
facts collected by the writer ? So women every- 
where— -many women at any rate' — were turning 
indiscriminately against the old bonds, the old yokes, 
affections, servitudes, demanding ‘ self-reahsation,’ 
freedom for the individuality and the personal will ; 
rebelling against motherhood, and life-long marriage ; 
clamouring for easy divorce, and denouncing their 
own fathers, brothers and husbands, as either tyrants 
or fools ; casting away the old props and veils ; 
determined, apparently, to know everything, however 
ugly, and to say everything, however outrageous? 
He himself was a countryman, an English provincial, 
with English public school and university traditions 
of the best kind behind him, a mind steeped in history, 
and a natural taste for all that was ancient and deep- 
rooted. The sketch of an emerging generation of 
women, given in the Quarterly article, had made 
a deep iiapression upon him. . It seemed to him 
franHy horrible. He was of course well acquainted, 
though^ mainly' through the newspapers, with English 
suffragism, moderate and extreme. His own country 
distriot and qircle were, not, however, much concerned 
‘.’And' certainly he knew personally no such 
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types as the Quarterly article described. Among thenis 
no doubt, ‘were the women who set fire to houses, •and 
violently interrapted or assaulted Cabinet ministers, 
who mote and maintained newspapers that decent 
people would rather not read, who grasped at martyr- 
dom and had turned evasion of penalty into a science. 
But the continental type, though not as yet involved 
like their English sisters in a hand-to-hand, or 
fist-to-fist, struggle with law and order, were, it 
seemed, even more revolutionary in principle, and 
to some extent in action. The life and opinions of a 
Sonia Kovalevski left him bewildered, Eor no man 
was less omniscient than he. Like the Cabinet 
minister of recent fame, in the presence of such 
fe7nfne$ fortes, he might have honestly pleaded, 
miiMis 77mia%dis, ' In these things I am a child/ 

Were these light-limbed, dark-eyed maidens under 
his eyes touched with this new anarchy ? They or. 
their elders must know something about it. There 
bad been a Feminist congress lately at Trient~on the 
very site, and among the ghosts, of the great Council. 
Weil, what could it bring them ? Was there anything 
so brief, so passing, if she did but know it, as a 
woman’s time for happiness ? ‘ Beauiy that 7ntisi died 
As the words recurred, some old anguish lying 
curled at his heart raised its head' and struck. He 
heard a voice*— tremulously sweet—* Mark I— dear 
. Mark !— I ’m not good enough— but 1 11 be to you all 
a woman can/ ^ ' 

She liad not played with' life— or scorned it- — or 
missed it. It was not her fault: 'that sire must put it 
from 'her* . ^ . ■ _ , ' 

'In the midst of the crowd about him,’;hn,was no^ 
longer aware of it/ ‘ Still ; smoking m6ehah|caliy,;his' 
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eyelids had fallen, over his eyes, as his head rested 
against the ’wall. 

He was interrupted by a voice which said in 
escolleut though foreign English — 

‘ I beg your pardon, sir— I wonder if I might 
have that paper you are standing on ? ’ 

He looked down astonished, and saw that he was 
trampling on the day’s Ncio Yorh Herald, which had 
faUen from a table near. With many apologies he 
lifted it, smoothed it out, and presented it to the 
elderly lady who had asked for it. 

She looked at him. through her spectacles with 
a pleasant smile. 

‘ Yon. don’t find many English newspapers in these 
Tyrolese hotels ? ’ 

‘ No, but I provide myself. I get my Times 
from home.’ 

‘ Then, as an Englishman, you have all you want. 
But you seem to be without it to-night ? ’ 

‘ It hasn’t arrived. So I am reduced, as you see, 
to listening to the music.’ 

‘ You are not musical ? ’ 

‘Well, I don’t like this band anyway. It 
makes too much noise. Don’t you think it rather a 
nuisance ? 

‘ No. It helps these people to talk,’ she said, in 
a crisp, cheerful voice, looking round the room. 

‘But they don’t want any help, Most of them 
talk by nature as fast as the human tongue can 

goi . : , ■ 

' ^ * About uothmgj' -Bhe Bbriiggod her shoulders. ' , 

name was Mark Win* 
hington'-^K^bseyved her more closely* She ’was, 
he somewhere near. fifty,; her scanty hair 
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was already grey, and her round, plain face -vyas 
wrinkled and scored like a dried apple. But hex 
eyes, which were dark and singularly bright, expressed 
both energy and wit ; and her, mouth, of which the 
upper lip w^as caught up a little at one corner, seemed 
as though quivering with unspoken and, as he thought, 
sarcastic speech. Was she, perchance, the Swedish 
Schriftstellerin of whom he had heard the porter 
talking to some of the hotel guests ? She looked 
a lonely-ish, independent sort of body. 

‘ They seem nice, kindly people,’ he said, glancing 
round the salon. ‘ And how they enjoy life ! ’ 

‘ You call it life ? ’ 

He laughed out. 

‘ You are hard upon them, Madame. Now I— 
being a more man— am lost in admiration of their 
good looks. We in England pride ourselves on our 
women. But upon my word, it would be difficult 
to match this show in an English hotel. Look at 
some of the faces ! ’ 

She followed his eyes — ^indifferently, 

‘Yes — they’ve, plenty of beauty. And what’ll 
it do for them ? Lead them into some wretched 
marriage or other^ — and in a couple of years there 
will be neither beauty, nor health, nor self-respect, 
nor any interest in anything, but money, clothes, 
and outwitting their husbands.’ 

‘ You forget the children ! ’ 

* Ah— the children ’ — she said in a dubious tone, 
shrugging her shoulders again. 

Winnington suddenly saw light upon her. 

A S'w^dish writer, a woman travelling alone ? 
He remembered the sketch of ‘ feminism ’ in 
Sweden which he had just read. The names of 
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certain woman-writers flitted through his mind. He 
felt a curiosity mixed with distaste. But curiosity 
prevailed. 

He bent forward. And as he came thereby into 
stronger light from a window on his left, the thought 
crossed the mind of his neighbour that although so 
fully aware of other people’s good looks, the tall 
Englishman seemed to be quite unconscious of his 
own. Yet in truth he appeared, both to her and to 
the hotel guests in general, a kind of heroic creature. 
In height he towered beside the young or middle-aged 
men from Munich, Buda-Pesth, or the North Italian 
towns, who filled the salon. He had all that athlete 
could desire in the way of shoulders, and lean length 
of body ; a finely carried head, on which the brown 
hair was wearing a little thin at the crown, while still 
irrepressibly strong and curly round the brow and 
temples ; thick penthouse brows, and beneath them 
a pair of greyish eyes which had already made him 
friends with the children and the dogs and* half the 
grown-ups in the place. The Swedish lady admitted-— 
but with no cordiality' — that human kindness could 
hardly speak more plainly in a human face than from 
those eyes. Yet the mouth and chin were thin, strong 
and determined ; so were the hands. The man’s whole 
wpeot, moreover, spoke of assured position, and of 
a keen intelligence free from personal pre-occupations, 
and keeping a disinterested outlook, on the ' world. 
The woman who observed him had in her handbag 
a book by a Eussian lady in which Man, with a capital, 
figured either, as ‘a great oonaio baby,’ or as the 
‘Alfth-Beast,’ invented for .. the torment of women. 
The, gentlemap before her seemed a little difficult to 
■fit ihta*, either category. 
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She bent 
-what shall 



But if , she was observing him, he had begun to 
question her. , ' 

‘ Will you forgive me if I ask an impertinent 
question 9 ’ , , , ■ 

‘ Certainly. They are the only questions worth 
asking.’; ■ 

He laughed. 

‘ You are, I think, from Sweden 9 ’ 
country,’ 

‘ And I am told you are a writer 9 ‘ 
her head. ‘ I can see also that you are- 
I say 9— -very critical of your ses' — ^no doubt, stiU 
m®e:'of;'’ttine:'l/ I'^w I inay ^ask-™^’; 

. He paused, his smiling eyes upon her. 

‘ Ask anything you like.’ 

‘ Well, there seems to be a great woman-move- ‘ 
ment in your country. Are you interested in 

‘ You mean — am I a feminist ? Yes, I happen 
to dislik®- the word ; but it describes me. I have 
been working for years for the advancement of women. 

I have written about it — and in the Scandinavian 
countries we have already got a good deal. The vote 
in Sweden and Norway ; almost complete equality 
with men in Denmark. Professional equality, too, 
has gone far. We shall get all we want before long ! ’ 
Her eyes sparkled in her small lined face. 

‘And you are satisfied?,’ , 

‘ What human being of any intelligence— arid I 
am intelligent,’ she added, quietly,—' ever, confessed 
to being “ satisfied ” ? Our shoe pinched us. We 
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‘ Through this uncomfortable world. ? Certainly. 
Why not ? ’ 

He was silent a little. Then he said, with his 
pleasant look, throwing his head back to observe hor, 
as though aware he might rouse her antagonism — 

‘ All that seems to me to go such a little way.’ 

‘ I dai'o say,’ she said indifferently, though it 
seemed to him that she flushed. * You men have had 
everything you want for so long, you have lost the sense 
of value. Now that we want some of your rights, it is 
yorrr cue to belittle them. And England, of course, 
is hopelessly behind ! ’ The tone had sharpened. 

He laughed again, and was about to reply when 
the band struck up Brahms’ Hungarian dances, and 
talk was hopeless. WTien the music was over, and the 
burst of clapping, from ail the j^ung folk .^specially, 
had died away, the Swedish lady said abruply — 

‘ But we had an English lady here last year — quite 
a young girl — very handsome too — who was an even 
stronger feminist than I.’ 

‘ Oh yes, we can produeo them— in great numbers. 
You have only to look at our newspapers.’ 

His companion’s upper lip mocked at the temark. 

‘ You don’t produce them in great numbers— like 
the young lady I speak of.’ 

’ Ah, she was good-looking ? ’ laughed Winningtpn. 

‘ That, of course, gave her a most unfair advantage.’ 

‘A man’s jest,’ said the other drily—' and an old 
one. B«t naturally women take all the advantage 
they can get— out of anything. They need it. How-, 
pyer,; .this young lady had -plenty of other gif is— besides ' 
hey.' beputy,^ : She: wag as strong as most, ' men. ' She 
rode, she climbed, she sang. The' whole hotel did 
nothing but watch her. She was the centre of every- 
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thing. But after a little while she insisted on leaving, 
her father down here to over-eat himself and play 
cards, while she went with her maid, and a black mare 
that nobody but she wanted to ride, up to tho JaguhiUte 
in the forest. There !■ — you can see a little blue 

smoke coming from it noW' ’ 

She pointed through the window to the great 
forest-clothed cliff, some five thousand feet high, which 
fronted the hotel ; and across a deep valley, just 
below its topmost point, Mark Winnington saw a puff 
of smoke mounting into the clear sky. 

' — ‘ Of course there was a great deal of talk. The 
men gossiped and the women scoffed. Her father, 
who adored her and could not control her in the least, 
shrugged his shoulders, played bridge aU day long 
with an Egfglish family, and would sit on the verandah 
watching the path— -that path there' — which comes 
down, from the Jagdhutte with a spy-glass. Sometimes 
she would send him down a letter by one of the Jager’s 
boys, and he would send a reply. And every now 
and then she would come down — sliding — ^like a 
Brunhilde, with her hair all blown about her— and 
her eyeS' — Ach, superb ! ’ 

The little dowdy woman threw up her hands. 

Her neighbour’s face shewed that the story inter- 
ested and amused him. 

‘ A Valkyrie, indeed ! But how a feminist ? ’ 

‘ You shall hear. One evening she offered to give 
an address at the hotel on “ Women and the Future.” 
She was already of course regarded as half mad, and 
her opinions were well known. Some people objected, 
and spoke to the manager. Her father, ,it wfts said, 
tried to stop it, but she , got her own way with him. 
And the manager finally decided that the advertisement 
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shook on her knee. 

Englishmaai at bay, 

‘ Some people of course walked out, and afterwards 
there were many complaints from fathers of families 
that their daughters should have been exposed to 
such a thing. But it all passed over.’ 

‘ And the young lady went back to the forest ? ’ 
i,::: ti- Yes,*— for a time.’ • 

‘ And what became of the black mare ? ’ 

‘ Its mistre.ss gave her to an innkeeper here when 
she left. But the first time he went to see the horse 
in the stable, she trampled on him and he was laid 
up for weeks.’ 

‘ Like mistress, like mare ?— Excuse the jest ! But 
now, may I know the name of the prophetess ? ’ 

‘ She was a Miss Blanehflower,’ said the Swedish 
lady, boggling a little over: the name. ‘Her father 
had been a governor of one of your colonies.’ 

Winnington started forward in his chair. 

‘ Good heavens !— you don’t mean a daughter of 
old Bob Blanehflower ! ’ 

‘ Her father’s name was Sir' Eobert Blanehflower.’ 

The tanned face beside her expressed the liveliest 

sihtbresfe:ri::':"' • '’d;: . 'd di;. 

‘ Why, I knew Blanehflower qxiite well. I met 
hm long ago when I was staying with an uncle in 
India, at a station in the Bombay Presidency. He 
was Major Blanehflower; then— ■ 

The speaker’s brow furrowed da little as though 
under the stress of some sudden recollection, and he 
seemed to check himself in What he'was saying. But 
in a moment he resumed' — , , ■ 

‘ A little, after that he left the army, and went into 




Her eyes seemed to hold the 
Then she added, in another 






, , ■ 
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Parliament. And-~preeisely !>— after a few years they 
made him governor sojne>yiiere~not miich of a post. 
Then last year his old father, a neighbour of mine in 
Hfimpshire, quite close to my little place, went and 
died, and Blanchflower came into a fortune and a 
good deal of land besides. And I remember hearing 
that he had thrown up the Colonial Service, had broken 
doTO in health, and was living abroad for some years 
to avoid the English climate. That ’s the man, of 
eourto. And the Valkyrie is Blanchflower’s daughter ! 
Very odd that ! I must have seen her as a child. 
Her mother ’—he paused again slightly — ‘ was a 
Greek by birth, and gloriously handsome. Blanoh- 
flower met her when he was military attache at 
Athens for a short time. — Well, that ’s all very 
interesting ! ’ 

And in a ruminating mood the Englishman took 
out his cigarette-case. 

‘ You smoke, Madame ? ’ 

The Swedish lady quietly accepted the courtesy. 
And while the too insistent band paused between one 
murdered Wagnerian fragment and another, they con- 
tinued a conversation which seemed to amuse them 
both. 


. A little later the Englishman went out into the 
garden of the hotel, meaning to start for a walk. 
But he espied a party of young people gathered about 
the new lawn-tennis court where, instead of the languid 
aid dishevelled trifling, with a broken net and a 
wretohed court, that was -once supposed, to attract 
English visitors, he had been .already astonished to 
find Austrians-'and Hungarians *— both girls and boys-— 
playing a game quite up .to the average of a good 
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English club. The growing athleticism and independ- 
ence, indeed, of the foreign girl struch, for Winnington, 
the note of change in this mid-European spectaoie 
more clearly than anything^ else. It was some ten 
years since he had been abroad in August, a mouth 
he had been always accustomed to spend in Scotch 
visits ; and these young girls, with whom the Tyrol 
seemed to swarm, of all European nationalities other 
than English, still in or just out of the schoohoom ; 
hatless and fearless ; with their knapsacks on their 
backs, sometimes with ice-axes in their hands ; 
climbing peaks and passes with their fathers and 
brothers ; playing lawn-tennis like young men, and 
shewing their shapely forms sometimes, when it was 
a question of attacking the heights, in knicker- 
boeker costume, and at other times in fresh white 
dresses and bright-coloured jerseys, without a hint 
of waist ; these young Atalantas, budding and 
bloomed, made the strongest impression' upon him, 
as of a now race. Whore had he been all these years ? 
He felt himself a kind of Rip Van Winkle — face to 
face at forty-one with a generation unknown to him. 
No one of conrso could live in England, and not be 
aware of the change which has passed over English 
girls in the same direction. But the Englishman 
always tacitly assumes that the foreigner is far behind 
him in all matters of open-air sport and physical 
development. Winnington bad soon confessed the 
touch of national arrogance in his own surprise ; and 
was now the keen and much attracted spectator. 

On one of the grounds he saw the little German 
girl— Euphrosyne, as he had already dubbed her — 
having a lesson from a bullying elder , brother. The 
youth, amazed at his own condescension, scolde 
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sister perpetually, and -at last gave her up in despair, 
vowing that she would never be any good, and lie was 
not going to waste his time in teaching such a ninny, 
Euphrosyne sat down beside the court, with tears 
in her pretty eyes, her white teet crossed, her dark 
head drooping ; and two girl companions, aged about 
sixteen or seventeen, like herself, came up to comfort 
her. 

‘ I eouid soon shew you how to improve your service. 
Mademoiselle/ said Winnington, smiling, as he passed 
her. Euphrosyne looked up startled, but at sight of 
the handsome middle-aged Englishman, whom she 
unkindly judged to be not much younger than her 
father, she timidly replied — 

" It is hateful, Monsieur, to be so stupid as I am ! ' 

* Let me shew you,’ repeated Winnington, kindly. 
At this moment, a vigilant English governess — speak- 
ing with a strong Irish-American accent— came up, 
and after a glance at the Englishman, smilingly 
acquiesced. The two comforters of Euphrosyne, 
graceful little maids, with cherry-coloured jerseys 
over their white frocks, and golden-brown hair tied 
with the large black bows of the Bachfisoh, were eager 
to share the lesson, and soon Winnington found himself 
the centre of a whole bevy of boys and girls who had 
' run' up to watch lirphrosyne’s performance. . 

, : The Inglish governess,.. a good girl, in spite of her' 
^ .accent, 'and the unconscious fraud she was thereby 
perpetrating on her employers, thought she had seldom 
witnessed a more agreeable scene, . 

^He treats them like princesses, and 'yet he makes 
tkem/ learn/ 'she. '.thought, a -comment which 'very 
' fairly Axlwssed the '.'mixture of something courtly 
rWith something masterful in the Englishman’s 
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He was patience itself; bnt he was also' frankness 
itself, whetlier for praise .or blame ; and the eagerness 
to please him grew fast and Yisibly in all these young 
creatures. 

But as soon as he had brought back Euphrosyne's 
smiles, and roused a new and fierce ambition to excel 
in all their young breasts, he dropped the lesson, with 
a few gay, slangy words, and went his way, leaving a 
stir behind him of which he was quite unconscious. 
And there w^as no Englishman looking on who might 
have told the charmed and conquered maidens that 
they had just been coached by one of the most 
famous of English athletes, born wdth a natural genius 
for every kind of game, from cricket dowmwards. 

On Ms way to 'the eastern side of the pass on wdiich 
stood the group of hotels> Winningtoii' gol; his post 
from the concierge, including Ms nightly Tinies^ and 
carried it with him to a seat With which he w^as already 
familiar. 

But he left the Times unopened, for the spectacle 
before him was one to ravish the senses from everything 
but itself. He looked across the deep valley of the 
Adige, nearly four thousand feet below him, to the 
giant range of the Dolomite Alps on the eastern side. 
The shadow of the forest-clad mountain on which he 
stood spread downwards over 'the plain, and 'crept up’ 
'the mountains on the farther edge. Above, n gulf of 
deepest blue, inlaid with 'the, green .of vineyards 'and 
forest lakes, he beheld an aerial world of i^ose-eolour— ’ 
the giant Dolomites, Latemar, Eosengarten, Schlern — 
majestic rulers of an upper- air, 'so pure and luminous 
that every tiny shadow cast by every .'wisp'df wandering 


the thirty miles of spafie. . Eosengarten, with its 
snowless, tempest-beaten crags, held the centre, 
flusMng to its name ; and to the right and left, peak 
ranged beyond peak, like conrtiers crowding to their 
king; chief among them a vast pyramid, blood-red 
in the sunset, from which the whole side, it seemed, 
had been torn away, leaving a ga,sh so fresh it might 
have been ripped by a storm of yesterday, yet older 
perhaps than Calvary. . . . 

The great show faded through every tone of 
delicate beauty to a starry twilight,' — passion into 
calm. Winnington watched till it was done, still whh 
the Koatsian tag in his mind, and that deep inner 
memory of loss, to which the vanished splendour of 
the mountains seemed to make a mystic answering, 
He was a romantic— some would have said a senti- 
mental person, with a poet always in his pocket, and 
a hunger for all that might shield him from the worst 
uglinesses of life, and the worst despairs of thought ; 
an optimist, and, in his own sense, Christian. He had 
come abroad to wander alone for a time, because as 
one of the busiest, most important and most popular 
men in a wide country-side, he had had a year of un- 
ceasing and strenuous work, viuth no time to himself ; 
and it had suddenly been borne in upon him, in 
choosing between the Alps and Scotland, that a man 
must sometimes be alone, for bis soul’s health. And 
he had never relished the luxury of occasional solitude 
so sharply as on this pine-scented evening in Tyrol.' 

It w;aa not till he- was sitting again under the. 
elecferip light of the hotel verandah that he opened 
his Times. The firsf paragraph which his eye lit 
upon was an obituary notice of Sir Eobert Blanch? 
flower 'whose deaths alter a long illness and much- 
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.stifferiiigs occurred last week in Paris/ The notice 
ended with tlio words- — ® the deceased baronet leaves 
a large property both in land and personalty. His 
only child, a daughter, Miss ' Delia Blanehflower, 
survives him/ 

Winnington laid dowm the paper. So the Valkyrie 
■was now alone in the world, and mistress no doubt 
of all her father’s wealth. ‘ I must have seen her — ^ 

I am sure there w^as a child about ’ ; he said to him« 
self again ; and his thoughts went groping into a 
mostly forgotten past, and as he endeavoured to 
reconstruct it, the incident which had brought him 
for a few wrecks into close relations with Eobert 
Blanchflov/er, then Major Blanchflower of the — — 
Dragoons, came at last vividly back to him. 

An easy-going husband — a beautiful wife, not 
vicious, but bored to death- — the inevitable third, in 
the person of a young and amorous cavalry officer — 
and a -whole Indian station, waiting, half maliciouBlj^ 
half sadly, for the banal catastrophe it was thus he 
remembered the situation. Winnington had ariived on 
the scene as a barrister of some live years’ standing, 
invalided after an acute attack of pneumonia, and the 
guest for the winter of his, uncle, then Commissioner 
of the district. He discovered in the cavalry officer 
a fellow who had been his particular protege at 
Eton, and had owed his -passionately coveted choice 
. for the Eleven largely to Wirahngton’s- good word. 
The whole dismal little drama unveiled itself, and 
Winnington was hotly, -moved by the waste and pity 
of it*' He was entertained hy the Blanchflowers and 
took :a' liking' to them , both. 'The old friendship 
between Winnington';- and, 'the, cavalryman was soon- 
noticed ' by Major Blanchflower, -and one night he 
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walked Lome with Wimuagton, who bad been dining 
at his house, to the Commissioner’s quarters. Then, 
for the first time, Winnington realised what it may 
be to wrestle with a man in torment. The next day, 
the young cavalryman, at Winnington’s invitation, 
took his old Mend for a ride, and before dawn 
on the following day the youth was off on leave, 
and neither Major nor Mrs. Blanchflower, Winnington 
believed, had ever seen him again. What he did 
with the youth, and how he did it, he cannot exactly 
remember, but at least ho doesn’t forget the grip of 
Blanchflower’s hand, and the look of deliverance in 
his strained, hollow face. Nor had Mrs. Blanchflower 
borne her rescuer any grudge. He had parted from 
her on the best of terms, and the recoUeotion of her 
astonishing beauty grows strong in him as he thinks 
of her. 

So now it is her daughter who is stirring the world ! 
With her father’s money and her mother’s eyes, — not to 
speak of the additional trifleS' — eloquence, enthusiasm, 
etc.' — tlirowrn in by the Swedish woman, she ought to 
find it easy. 

The dressing-gong of the hotel disturbed a rather 
sleepy reverie, and sent the BngUshman back to his 
Times. And a few hours later he went to a dreamless 
bed, little guessing at the letter which was even then 
waiting for him, far below, in the Botzen post-office. 


CHAPTEB II 


WiNNiKGTON took his moming coffee on a verandah of 
the hotel, from -which the great forests of Monte Vanna 
were widely visible. Upwards from the deep valley 
below the pass, to the topmost crags of the mountain, 
their royal mantle ran unbroken. This morning they 
were lightly drowned in a fine-weather haze, and the 
mere sight of them suggested cool glades and verdurous 
glooms, stretches of pink willow herb lighting up 
the clearings— and in the secret heart of them such 
chambers ‘deaf to noise and blind to light’ as the 
forest lover know-s. Winnington promised himself a 
leisurely climb to the top of Monte Vanna. The 
morning foretold considerable heat, but under the 
pines one might mock at Helios. 

Ah !■ — Euphrosyne ! 

She came, a -vision of morning, tripping along 
in her white shoes and white dress ; followed 
by her English governess, the lady, as Winnington 
guessed, from West Belfast, tempered by BrooMyn, 
The son apparently was still in bed, nor did anyone, 
trouble to hurry him out of it. The father, a 
Viennese judge m reiraite, as Winnington had been 
already, informed by the afl-knowing porter of 
the hotel, was a shrewd thih-lipped old fellow, with 
the quiet egotism of the successful lawyer. He came 
' ' ' , - , 21 - ■ . ' \ / 
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up to Winninglon as soon as be perceived him, and 
thanked him in good English for his kindness to 
Bnphrosjne of the day before. Winnington responded 
suitably and was soon seated at their table, chatting 
with them while they took their coffee. Buphrosyne 
shewed a marked pleasure in his society, and upon 
Winnington, steeped in a holiday reaction from much 
strenuous living, her charm worked as part of the 
charm of the day, and the magic of the mountain 
world. He noticed, however, with a revival of alarm, 
that she had a vigorous German appetite of her own, 
and as he watched the rolls disappear he trembled 
for the slender figure and the fawn-like gait. 

After breakfast, while the governess and the girl 
disappeared, the father hung over the verandah 
smoking, beside the Englishman, to whom he was 
clearly attracted. He spoke quite frankly of his 
daughter, and her bringing up. ‘ She is motherless ; 
her mother died when she was ten years old ; and 
since, I must educate her myself. It gives me many 
anxieties, but she is a sweet creature, dank sei GoU ! 
I will not let her approach, even, any of these modern 
ideas about women. My wife hated them ; I do also. 
I shall marry her to an honest man, and she will make 
a good wife and a good house-mother.’ 

‘ Mind you choose him well ! ’ said Winnington, 
with a shrug. His eyes at that moment were critically 
bent on a group of Berliners, men of the commercial 
and stock-broking class, who, with their wives, had 
arrived a couple of nights before. The men were 
strolling akid smoking below;, They were all fat, redi-t 
faced and, overbearing. When' they went for , walks, 
tie man stalked in front, along the forest paths, and 
the woman followed behind, carrying her own jacket. 
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WiiiiiiiigtoB wondered what it might be like to be the 
wife of any of them. These 'Hermi at any rate might 
not be the worse for a little bustling from the ‘ woman 
movement/ ■ He could not, however, say 'honestly 
that the wives showed any consciousness of ilbfortune. 
They were almost all plump, plumper even than 
their husbands, expensively dressed and prosperous- 
looking ; and the amount of Viennese beer they 
consumed at the forest restaurants to “wbicb their 
husbands conducted them, seemed to the Englishman 
portentous. 

' Yes, my daughter is old-fashioned/ resumed 
the ex-judge, complacently, after a pause. ‘ And 
I am grateful to Miss Johnson, who has trained, her 
very well. If she were like some, of the girls one sees 
now ! Last year there was a young lady here' — Ach, 
Gott ! ^ He raised his shoulders, with a contemptuous 
mouth. 

‘ Miss Blanchflower ? ’ asked Winnington, turning 
towards the speaker with sudden interest. 

‘ That I believe w’^as her name. She was mad, 
of course. Ach, they have told you ? — of that Vortrag 
she gave ? — ^and the rest ? After ten minutes, I made 
a sign to my daughter, and we walked out. I would 
not have had her corrupted , with these ideas for 
the whole world. And such beauty, you understand ! 
That makes it more dangerous. Ja, /a, Lielchen — ieh 
komme gleich / " 

Eor there had been a soft call from Buphrosyne, 
standing on the steps of the hotel, and her fond father 
jrhurried away to join her. ' . ’ • , . . ’ , 

;'At the same moment, the porter- emerged, bearing 
a, bundle of letters and newspapers wMch had just 
arrived. ^ Eager for his Tlwa; Winnington went to me# 
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him, and tlie mm 'put into, his hands what looked 

like a'"iarge"post. -He 'oamed it off into" the shelter 

of the pines, for the sun was already blazing on 
the hotel. Two or three letters on county business 
lie ran through first. His own pet project, as County 
Councillor, — a county school for crippled children — was 
at last getting on. Foundation stone to bo laid in 
October — good ! ‘ But how^ the deuce can I got hold 
of some more women to help work it ! Scandalons, 
how few of the right sort there are about ! And as 
for the Asylums Committee, if we really can’t legally 
co-opt women to it, as our clerk says — he looked 
again at a letter in his hand- — * the law is an ass ! — 
a double-dyed ass, I swear I won’t visit those poor 
things on the women’s side again. It ’s women’s 
work— let them do it. The questions I have to a.sk 
are enough to make an old gamp blush. Hallo, 
what ’s this ? ’ 

He turned over a large blue envelope, and looked 
at a name stamped across the back. It w^as the 
name of a w^ell-known firm of London solicitors. 
But lie had no dealings with them, and could not 
imagine ss^hj they should have wnitten to. him. 

He opened the letter carelessly, and began to 
read it,— presently with eager attention, and at last 
with amazement. 

It ran as follows : 

^ From ‘Messrs; MoetoN', Mankses ' & Lathom, 
Solicitors. 

, . ■ V - ' . Adelphi, ' ' ’ _ - 

'■ ' h , y,' ■ ' ’ London, W.O., ' 

' Dbae StEjr«We write 'OB behalf of Lord Frederick 
Oalverly, your eo-exeeutor, iinder Sir Eobert .Blanch* 
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jfiower’s mil, to inform you that in Sir Eobert’s last 
will and testament' — of which' we enclose a copy — 
executed at Meran six weeks before his decease, you 
are named as one of his two executors, as sole trustee 
of his property, and sole guardian of Sir Eobert’s 
daughter and only child. Miss Delia Blanchflower, until 
she attains the age of twenty -five. We believe that this 
will be a complete surprise to you, for although Sir 
Eobert, according to a statement he made during his 
last illness to his sister. Miss Elisabeth Blanehflower, 
intended to communicate with you before signing the 
will, his weakness increased so rapidly, after it was 
finally drawn up, that he was never able to do so. 
Indeed the morning after his secretary had written 
out a clear copy of what he himself had put together, 
ho had a most alarming attack from which he rallied 
vith difficulty. That afternoon he signed the will, 

■ and was just able to w'rite you' the letter which we 
also enclose, marked by himself, as you will see. 
He was never properly conscious afterwards, and he 
died in Paris last Thursday, and was buried in the 
Protestant cemetery at Mont Parnasse on the Saturday 
following. The will which was in our custody was 
opened in London yesterday, by Lord Frederick 
Oalverly, in Miss Blanehflower’s presence. We under- 
stand from her that she has already written to you on 
the subject. Lord Predefiek would also have done so, 
but that he has just gone to Harrogate, in a very 
poor state of health. He begs us to say that he is of 
course quite aware that your engageriients may not 
allow you to accept the functions offered you under 
the will, and that he* will , be in considerable anxiety 
untE he knows your decision. He hopes that you 
will at least accept the executorship ; and indeed 
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ventures to appeal' very strongly on that account to 
your old Iriendsaip for Sir Eobert ; as he himself 
sees no prospect of being able to ca.rry out unaidod 
the somewhat heavy responsibilities attaching to the 
office. 

‘ You will see that a sum of £4000 is left to yourself 
under the wiil. 

‘ We remain, dear Sir, 

‘ Your obedient servants, 

‘ Mobton, Mannbbs & Lathom. 

‘ (Solicitors.) - 

' Maek Winnington, Esq., J.P. 

Bridge End, Maumsey, Hants.’ 


A bulky document on blue paper, and also a letter, 
had dropped to the ground. Winnington stooped 
for the letter, and turned it over in stupefaction. It 
was addressed in a faltering hand, and marked ‘ To 
be forwarded after tny death.’ He hastily broke 
the seal. 

‘ My bear Mark Winnington, — .1 know weU what 
I am laying upon you.. I have no right to do it. But 
I remember certain days in the past, and I believe if 
you are still the same man you were then, you will 
do what I ask. My daughter ought to be a fine 
woman. At present she seems to me completely out 
of her mind. She has been captured by the extreme 
suffrage movement, and hj one of the most mischievous 
women in it.; and I have no influence with her whatever. 
.1 live ip terror of what she may do ; of what they 
may lekd her to do. ■ To, attempt to reason, with- her 
is useless; and 'for a long time my health has been 
sueh that I have avoided conflict with her as much 
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as possible. But things have now come to such a 
pass that something must bo done, and I have tried 
in these Jast weeks, ill .as I am, to face the future. 
I want if I can to savp Delia from wasting herself, 
and the money and estates I should naturally leave 
her, upon this mad campaign. I want, even against 
her will, to give her someone to advise and help her. 
I feel bitterly that I have done neither. The tropics 
ruined me physically, and I seem to have gone to 
pieces ^ altogether the last few years. But I love 
my child, and I can’t leave her without a real friend 
or support in the world. I have no near relations, 
except my sister Elizabeth, and she and Delia are 
alw'ays at feud. Freddie Calverly, my cousin, is 
a good fellow in his way, though too fussy about his 
health. He has a fair knowledge of business, and 
be would have been hurt if I had not made him exe- 
cutor. So I have apipointed him, and have of course 
left iiim a little money. But he could no more tackle 
Delia than fly. In the knock-about life wo have led 
since I left the Colonial Service, I seem to have shed 
all my old friends., I can think of no one who could 
or would help me in this strait but yoU' — and you 
know why. God bless you for what you once did 
for me. There was never any other cloud between 
my poor wife and mo. She turned to me after that 
trouble, and we were happy till the end. 

‘ I have heard too something of you from Maumsey 
people, since I inherited Maumsey, though I have 
never been able to go there. , I know what your neigh- 
bours tlnnk of you. And now Delia is going to be 
your neighbour. So, drawing a bow at a venture, 
as a dying man must, I have made you’Delia’s guardian 
and trustee, with absolute power over her property 
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: and income tili she is t’srenty-jSve. When she attains 
that age — she is now nearly twenty-two — if she 
marries a man approved by you, or if you are satisfied 
that her connection with militant suffragism has 
ceased, the property is to be haaided over to her in 
full possession, and the trust will come to an end. 
If, on the contrary, she continues in her present opinion 
and course of action, I have left directions that the 
trust is to be maintained for Delia’s life-time, under 
certain conditions as to her maintenance, which you 
wiU find in the will. If you yourself are not willing 
to administer the trust, either now or later, the property 
will devolve to the Public Trustee, for whom full 
instructions are left. And at Delia’s death it will be 
divided among her heirs, if she has any, and various 
public objects. 

*I cannot go further into details. My strength is 
almost out, But tliis one thing may I beg ? — if you 
become my child’s guardian, get the right person to 
live with her. I regard that as all-important. She 
must have a chaperon, and she will try to set up one 
of the violent women who have divided her from me. 
Especially am I in dread of a lady, an English lady, a 
Miss Marvell, whom I engaged two years ago to stay with 
us for the winter and read history with Delia. She is 
a very able and a very dangerous woman, prepared, I 
believe, to go to any length on behalf of her “ cause,” 
At any rate she filled Delia’s head with the wildest 
su&agist notions, and since then my poor child thinks 
of . nothing else. -Even since I have been, so ill-i-this 
last fe^ weeks — ^I know she , has been in communica-! 

' tion with, this woman. She sympathises with all the 
horrible things they do,; and I am certain she gives, 
all the she can 'to , their funds, , Delia is a 
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splendid creature, but she is vain and excitable and 
they court her. I , feel that , they might , tempt her 
into any madness. , 

‘ Goodbye. I made the doctor give me strychnine 
and morphia enough to carry me though this effort. 
I expect it will be the last. Help me, and my girl — 
if you can — for old sake’s sake. Goodbye. 

‘ Your grateful old friend, 

‘ Egbert Bbanchplowbe.* 

‘ Good heavens ! ’ was aU Winnington could find 
to say, as he put down the letter. 

Then, becoming aware, as the verandah filled after 
breakfast, that he was in a very public place, he 
hastily rose, thrust the large solicitor’s envelope, 
with its bulky enclosures, into his coat pocket, and 
proceeded to gather up the rest of his post. As he 
did so, he suddenly perceived a black-edged letter, 
addressed in a remarkably clear handwriting, with 
the intertwined initials D.B. in the corner. 

A fit of silent laughter, due to his utter bewilder- 
ment, shook him. He put the letter with all its fellows 
into another pocket and hm-ried away into the solitude 
of the woods. It was some time before he had 
succeeded in leaving all the tourists’ paths and seats 
behind. At last in a green space of bilberry and 
mossy rock, with the pines behind him, and the chain 
of the Dolomites, sun-bathed, in front, he opened and 
read his * ward’s ’ first letter to him. 

‘ Dear Mb. Winnington, — I understood-rthough 
very imperfectly — from my father, before he died, that 
he had appointed you my guardian and trustee till I 
should reach the age of twenty-five, and he explained 
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to me so far as he could his reason for such a step. 
And now I have of course read the will, and the 
solicitors have explained to me clearly what it all 
means. 

‘ You will admit I think that I am placed in a very 
hard position. If my poor father had not been so 
ill, I should certainly have tried to argue with him, 
and to prevent his doing anything so unnecessary 
and unjust as he has now done — unjust both to you 
and to me. But the doctors absolutely forbade me 
to discuss any business with him, and I could do 
nothing. I can only hope that the last letter he 
wrote to you, just before his death, and the alterations 
he made in his will about the same time, gave him 
some comfort. If so, I do not grudge them for one 
moment. 

‘ But now you and I have to consider this matter 
. as sensible people, and I suggest that for a man who 
is a complete stranger to me, and probably altogether 
out of. sympathy with the ideas and principles I 
believe in and am determined to act upon — (for other- 
wise my father would not have chosen you) — to under- 
take the management of my life and affairs, would 
be really grotesque. It must lead to endless friction 
and trouble between us. If you refuse, the solicitors 
tell me, the Public Trustee — which seems to be a 
Government office — will manage the property, and 
the Court of Chancery will appoint a guardian in 
aoeordanee with my father’s, wishes. That would be 
bad enough, considering that I am of full age aiuLin 
my right mind. I can’t promise to give a guardian 
cLosen in such a,, way, a good time. ' But at any rate, 
it would he less odious to .fight a court and an office, 
if I must fight, tlian a gentleman who is my near 
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neighbour in the county, and was my fa,tlier’s and 
mother’s friend. I do hope you ^011 think this over 
very carefully, and will relieve both yourself and 
me from an impossible state, of things. I perfectly 
reahse of coarse that my father appointed you my 
guardian in order to prevent me from making certain 
friends and doing certain things. But I do not 
admit the right of any human being— not even a 
father — to dictate the life of another. I intend to 
stick to my friends, and to do what my conscience 
directs. ' . 

‘ Should you however accept the guardianship — 
after this candid statement of mine— you will, I suppose, 
feel bound to carry out my father’s wishes by refusing 
me money for the purposes he disapproved. He told 
me indeed that I should be wholly dependent on my 
guardian for money during the next three years, 
even though I have attained my legal majority. I 
can say to you what I could not say to him, that 
I Utterlij resent an arrangement which treats a grown 
person like a child. Such things are not done to 
mm. It is only women who are the victims of them. 
It would be impossible to keep up friendly relations 
with a guardian who would really only be there— 
only exist— tp thwart and coerce ihe, , 

’Let me point out that at the very beginning a 
difference must arise between us about , the lady I 
am to live with. I have chosen my chaperon already, 
as it was my tooral if hot my legal right to do. But 
I am quite aware that my father disapproved of her, 
and that you will probably take the same view. She 
belongs to ,a militant suffirage society, and is prepared 
at any moment, to suffer for the 'great cause she and 
I believe in. As to her ability, sho is one of the 
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cleverest women in England. I am only tod proud 
that she has consented^ — for a time — to share mj 
life, and nothing will induce me to part with her- — as 
long as she consents to stay. But of course I kriow- 
wiiat you — or any ordinary man— are likely to think 
of her. 

* No ! — we cannot agree — it is impossible we 
should agree — as guardian and w^ard. If indeecL 
for the sake of your old friendship with my father, 
you would retain the executorship — I am sure Lord 
Frederick Calverly will be no sort of use I — till the 
affairs of the will, death-duties, debts, and so on, are 
settled — and would at the same time give up a7iy 
other connection with the property and myself, I 
should be enormously grateful to you. And I assure 
you I should be very glad indeed— for father's sake — 
to have your advice on many points connected with 
my future life ; and I should be all the more ready 
to follow it, if you had renounced your legal power 
over me. 

*I shall be much obliged if you will make your 
decision as soon as possible, so that both the lawyer 
and I may know how to proceed. 

‘Yours faithfully, 

‘ BnniA BnANCHFLOWBB/ 


Mark Winnington put down the letter. Its mixture 
of defiance^ patronage and persuasion—ifcs young 
angry clef erness— would have tioMed a naturally strong 
sense of humour at any other time. But really the 
■matter wasipo serious to .laugh at. '' 

* What' on, earth am -i to do, r 
‘ ■ He-, sat pondering,, 'Ms "mind running through a 
number, of associated-; thoughts,, of recollections old 
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and new; those Indian scenes of fifteen years ago; 
tile story told Mm by the Swedish lady ; recent 
incidents and happenings in English politics ; and 
finally the tone in which Enphrosyne’s father had 
described the snatching of Ms own innocent from the 
clutches of Miss Blanchflower. 

Then it occurred to him to look at the will. He 
read it through : a tedious business ; for Sir Eobert 
had been a wealthy man and the possessions bequeathed 
■ — conditionally bequeathed — to Ms daughter were 
many and various. Two or three thousand acres 
of land in one of the southern counties, bordering on 
the New Forest ; certain large interests in Cleveland 
ironstone and Durham collieries, American and South 
African shares, Canadian mortgage and railway 
debentures : — there was enough to give lawyers and 
executors work for some time, and to provide large 
picMngs for the Exchequer. Among the legacies, ho 
noticed the legacy of £4000 to himself. 

‘ Payment for the job ! ’ he thought, and shook his 
head, smiling. 

The alternative arrangements made for transferring 
the trust to the Public Trustee, should Winnington 
decline, and for vesting the guardiansMp of the 
daughter in the Court of Chancery, subject to the 
directions of the will, till, she should reach the age 
of twenty-five, were clear ; so also was the provision 
that unless a specific signed undertaking was given 
by the daughter on attaining her twenty-fifth birthday, 
that the moneys of the estate would not be applied to 
the support of the ‘ militant suffrage ’ propaganda, the 
trust was to be made permanent, a life income of 
£2000 a year was to be settled bn Jliss Blanchflower, and 
the remainder, i.e. by far the major part of Sir Eobert’s 
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property, was to accumulate, for the benefit of Ms 
daughter’s heirs should she have any, and of various 
public objects. Should Miss Blanchllower sign the 
undertaking and afterwards break it, the Public Trustee 
was directed to proceed against her, and to claim the 
restitution of the property, subject always to her life 
allowance. 

‘ Pretty well tied up,’ thought Winnington, marvel- 
ling at the strength of feeling, the final exasperation of 
a dying man, which the will betrayed. His daughter 
must somehow — ^perhaps without realising it — ^have 
wounded Mm to the heart. 

He began to climb again through the forest that 
he might think the better. What would be the situa- 
tion, supposing he undertook what his old friend asked 
of him ? 

He Mmself was a man of moderate means and 
settled habits. His small estate and modest house, 
which a widowed sister sliared with him during 
six months in the year, left him plenty of leisure 
from Ms own affairs, and he had filled that leisure, 
for years past, to overflowing, with the various Mnds 
of public work that fall to the country gentleman with 
a conscience. He was never idle ; Ms work interested 
him, and there was no conceit in his quiet knowledge 
that he had many friends and much influence. Since 
the death of the girl to whom he had been engaged 
for six short months, fifteen years before this date, 
he had never thought of marriage. The circumstances 
of her death— -a terrible case of lingering typhoid- 
had so burnt the pity of her suffering and the beauty 
of . her courage iptd Ms mind, that natural desire 
seemed to have died with her. He had turned to 
hard work and the Bar, and equally hard physical 
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exercise^, and so made hmself master both of his 
grief and his youth. But his friendships with women 
had played a great part in his subsequent life. A 
natural chivalry, deep based, and, in manner, a touch 
of caressing charm, soon 'evoked by those to whom 
he was attached, and not easily confounded in the 
ease of a man so obviously manly with any lack of 
self-control, had long since made him a favourite of 
the sex. There were few women among his acquain- 
tances who did not covet his liking ; and he was the 
repository of far more confidences than he had ever 
desired. No one took more trouble to serve; and 
no one more carelessly forgot a service he had him- 
self rendered, or more tenaciously remembered any 
iiindness done him by man, woman or child. 

His admiration for women was mingled indeed 
often with profound pity : pity for the sorrows and 
burdens that natui’e had laid upon them, for their 
physical weakness, for their passive rdle in life. That 
beings so hampered could yet play such tender and 
heroic parts was to him perennially wonderful, and 
his sense of it expressed itself in an unconscious homage 
that seemed to embrace the sex. That the homage 
was not seldom wasted on persons quite unworthy of 
it, his best women friends were not slow to see ; but 
in this he was often obstinate and took his own way. 

This mingling in him of an unfailing interest in 
the sex with an entire absence of personal craving 
gave him a singularly strong position with regard to 
women, of which he had never yet taken any selfish 
advantage ; largely, no doubt, Jbecause of the many 
activities, most of them .disinterested,, by^ which ,his 
life was fed and freshened ; /as a lake Is by the streams! 
which fill iti* ‘ 
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He was much moved by his old friend’s letter, 
and he walked about pondering it, till the morning was 
almost gone. The girl’s position also seemed to him 
particularly friendless and perilous, though she herself, 
apparently, would be the last person to think so, 
could she only shake herself free from the worrying 
restrictions her father had inflicted on her. Her 
letter, and its thinly veiled wrath, shewed quite 
plainly that the task of any guardian would be a 
tough one. Miss Blanchflower was evidently angry — 
very angry — ^yet at the same time determined, if she 
could, to play a dignified part ; ready, that is, to 
be civil, on her own conditions. The proposal to 
instal as her chaperon, instantly, without a day’s 
delay, the very woman denounced in her father’s 
last letter, struck him as first outrageous, and then 
comic. He laughed aloud over it. 

Certainly — ^he was not bound in any way to under- 
take such a business. Blanchflower had spoken the 
truth when he said that he had no right to ask it. 
And yet — 

His mind dallied with it. Suppose he undertook 
it, on what lines could he possibly run it ? His feeling 
towards the violent phase of the ‘ woman’s movement,’ 
the militancy which during the preceding tliree or four 
years had produced a crop of outrages so surprising 
and so ugly, was probably as strong as Blanchflower’s 
own. He was a natural Conservative, and a trained 
lawyer. Methods of violence, in a civil is ed and con- 
stitutional State, roused in him indignant abhorrence. 
He could admit no excuse for them ; at any rate no 
justification. 

But, fundamentally ? What was his real attitude 
towards this wide-spread claim of women, now so 
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general in many parts of the' world, admitted indeed' 
in some English Colonies,; in an increasing number . 
of the American states, in some of the minor 
European comitries— to share the public powers and 
responsibilities of men ? Had he ever faced the 
problem, as it concerned England, with any thorough- 
ness or candour ? Yet perhaps Englishmen — all 
Englishmen — had now got to face it. 

Could he discover any root of sympathy in himself 
with wha,t were clearly the passionate beliefs of Delia 
Blanchflower, the Valkyrie of twenty-one, as they 
were also the passionate beliefs of the little Swedish 
lady, the blue-stocking of fifty ? If so, it might be 
possible to guide, even to control such a ward, for 
the specified three years, at any rate, without exciting 
unseemly and ridiculous strife between her and her 
guardian. 

‘ I ought to be able to do it ' — he thought — ‘ with- 
out upsetting the apple-cart ! ^ 

Eor, as ho examined himself he realised that he 
held no closed mind on the subject of the rights or 
powers or grievances of women. He had taken no 
active part whatever in the English suffragist struggle, 
either against woman suffrage or for it ; and in his 
own countryside it mattered comparatively little. But 
he was well aware what strong forces and generous 
minds had been harnessed to the suffrage cause, since, 
Mill first set it stirring ; and among his dearest women 
friends there were some closely connected with it, 
who had often mocked or blamed his own indifference. 
Lie had always thouglrt indeed, and he thought^ stil!~ 
for ' many reasons — that they attributed , wildly 
exaggerated importance to, the 'vote,, which, as it 
‘Seemed to Mm, went a' very short ^ way in the ease 
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of men. But he had always been content to let 
the thing slide ; having so much else to do and 
think about. ' 

Patience, then, and respect for honest and 
disinterested conviction, in any young and ardent 
soul ; sharp discrimination between lawful and un- 
lawful means of propaganda, between debate and 
stone-throwing; no interference with the first, and 
a firm hand against the second : — surely, in that 
spirit, one might make something of the problem ? 
Wimrington was accustomed to be listened to, to get 
round obstacles that other men found insuperable. 
It was scarcely conceit, but a just self-confidence which 
suggested to him that perhaps Miss Blanchflower 
would not prove so difficult after all. Gentleness, 
diplomacy, decision, — by Jove, they ’d all be wanted ! 
But his legal experience (he had been for some years 
a busy barrister) and his later life as a practical 
administrator had not been a bad training in each and 
all of these qualities. 

Of course, if the girl were merely obstinate and 
stupid, the case might indeed be hopeless. But the 
picture drawn by the Swedish woman of the ‘ Valkyrie ’ 
on her black mare, of the ardent young lecturer, facing 
her indifferent or hostile audience with such pluck 
and spirit, dwelt with him, and affected him strongly. 
His face broke into amusement as he asked Mmself 
the frank question — ‘ Would you do it, if you hadn’t 
heard that tale ? — if you knew that your . proposed 
ward was just a plain troublesome chit of a school^rl, 
bitten with su&agism;? ■ 

He put the question to himself, standing on a 
pinnacle of shadowed rock, from which the world 
seemed to sink into blue gulfs beneath him, till on the 
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farther side of immeasurable space the mountains 
re-emerged, climbing to the noohdaj sun. 

And he answered it without hesitation. Certainly, 
the story told him had added a touch of romance 
to the bare case presented by the batch of letters— 
had lent a force and point to Eobert Blanchflower’s 
dying plea, it might not otherwise have possessed- 
b or, after all, he, Winnington, was a very busy man ; 
and his life was already mortgaged in many directions. 
But as it was— yes— the task attracted him. 

At the same time, the twinkle in his grey eyes 
shewed him ironically aware of himself. 

Understand, you old fool !— the smallest touch of 
philandering, and the whole business goes to pot. 
The girl would have you at her mercy— and the thing 
would ^ become an odious muddle and hypocrisy! 
degrading to both. Can you trust yourself ? You ’re 
not erectly made of flint. Can you play the part 
as it ought to be played ? ’ 

Quietly, his face sank into rest. For him, there 
was that in memory, which protected him from 
all such risks, which had so protected him for 
fifteen pars. He felt quite sure of himself. Ever 
since his great loss he had found his natural allies 
and companions among girls and young women 
as much as among men. The embarrassment of sex 
seemed to have passed away for him, but not the 
charm. Thus, he took what for him was the easier path 
of acceptance. Kindly and scrupulous as he was, it 
would have been hard for him in any case to say No 
to the dead, more difficult than to say it to the living. 
Yes !— he would do what was possible. The Times that 
morning contained a long list of outrages committed 
by militant suffragists— houses burnt down, meetings , : 
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disturbed, ministers attacked. In a few months, or 
weeks, perhaps, without counsel to aid ox authority 
to warn her, the Valkyrie might be rumiing headlong 
into all the perils her father foresaw. He pledged 
himself to protect her if he could, 

The post which left the hotel that evening took 
with it a short note from Mark Winnington to Messrs. 
Morton, Manners & Lathom, accepting the functions 
of executor, guardian and trustee offered him under 
Sir Robert Blanchflower’s will, and appointing an 
interview with them at their office ; together with a 
somewhat longer one addressed to ‘ Miss Delia Blauch- 
flower, Claridge’s Hotel, London.’ 

‘ Dbab Miss Blanchflowbe, — Pray let me send 
you my most sincere condolence. Your poor father 
and I were once great Mends, and I am most truly 
sorry to hear of his death. 

‘ Thank you for your interesting letter. But I find 
it impossible to refuse your fatW’s dying request 
to me, nor can I believe that I cannot be of some 
assistance to his daughter. Let me try. We can 
always give it up, if we cannot work it, but I see no 
reason why, with good will on both sides, we should 
not make something of it. 

‘ I am returning to London ten days from now, 
and hope to see you within a fortnight. 

f Please address, “ Junior Carlton Club, Pall Mall.” 

‘ Believe me, 

‘ Yours very truly, 

■ . . ‘Mask Winnington.’ 

On his arrival, in London Winnington found a short 
reply awaiting him. 
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Deab Mb. WiK.NiNaTOK,— A s job please. I am 
however shortly leaving' for' Maum,sey, with Miss 
Marvell, who, as I told you, has' undertaken to live 
with me as roy chaperon. 

'We shall hope to see you at Maumsey. 

' Yours faithfully, 

DEniA7;BnANOHrno'WkB.v, 

A few days later, after long interviews with 
some very meticulous solicitors, a gentleman, very 
much in doubt as to what his reception would be, 
took train for Maumsey and the New Forest, v/ith a 
view to making as soon as possible a first call upon 
his ward, 


CHAPTER III 


‘ Wb ought soon to see the house.’ 

The speaker bent forward, as the train, sweeping 
round a curve, emerged from some thick woods into 
a space of open country. It was early September, 
and a sleepy autumnal sunshine lay upon the fields. 
The stubbles just reaped ran over the undula- 
tions of the land in silky purples and gold ; the blue 
smoke from the cottages and farms hung poised 
in mid air ; the eye could hardly perceive any move- 
ment in the clear stream beside the line, as it slipped 
noiselessly by, over its sandy bed j it seemed a world 
where ‘it was always afternoon’; and the only 
breaks in its sunny silence came from the occasional 
coveys of partridges that rose whirring from the 
harvest-fields, as the train passed. 

Delia Blanchflower looked keenly at the English 
scene, so strange to her after many years of Colonial 
and foreign wandering. She thought, but did not 
say—* Those must be my fields—and mv woods, that 
we have just, passed through. . Probably I rode about 
them with Grandpapa. I remember the pony~and 
the horrid groom I hated!’ Quick the memory 
returned of a tiny -child on a rearing pony, alone 
with a sulky groom, who, out of his master’s sight, 
could not restrain his teanper, and struck the pony 
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savagely and repeatedly oyer the head, to an 
accompaniment of oaths; frightening out of her 
■wits the little girl who sat clinging to the creature’s 
neck. And next she saw herself marching in erect — 
a pale-faced thing of six, with a heart of fury, — to 
her grandfather, to demand justice on the offender. 
And Grandpapa had done her bidding, then as always ; 
the groom was dismissed that day. It was only 
Grandmamma who had ever tried to manage or thwart 
her ; result, perpetual war, decided often for the 
time by the brute force at command of the elder, but 
ever renewed. Delia’s face flamed again as she 
thought of the most humiliating incident of her child- 
hood ; when Grandmamma, unable to do anything 
with her screaming and stardping self, had sent in 
despair for a stalwart young footman, and ordered 
him to ‘ carry Miss Delia up to the nursery.’ Delia 
could still feel herself held, wriggling and shrieking 
face downwards, under the yoimg man’s strong arm, 
unable either to kick or to scratch, while Grandmamma, 
half fearful, half laughing, watched the dire ascent 
from, the bottom of the stairs. 

‘ Male tyranny — ^my first taste of it ! ’ thought 
Delia, smilmg at herself. ‘ It was fated then that 
I should be a militant.’ 

She looked across at her friend and travelling 
companion, half inclined to tell the story ; but the 
sight of Gertrude Marvell’s attitude and expression 
checked the trivial reminiscence on her lips. 

, ‘ Am you tired ? ' she said, laying her hand on the 
other’s knee. 

‘ Oh no; Only thinking.* ' 

‘ Thinking of what ?’ , A 

‘Of all there is to do.’ 
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A kind of flash passed from one face to the other, 
Delia’s eyes darkly answering. They looked at each 
other for a little, as though in silent conversation, and 
then Delia turned again to the landscape outside. 

Yes, there was the house, its long, irregular line, 
with the village behind it. She could not restrain a 
slight exclamation as she caught sight of it, and her 
friend opposite turned interrogatively. 

' What did you say ? ’ 

‘ Nothing — only there ’s the Abbey. I don’t suppose 
I ’ve seen it since I was twelve.’ 

The other lady put up an eye-glass and looked 
where Miss Blanchflower pointed ; but languidly, as 
though it were an effort to shake herself free from 
pre-occupying ideas. She was a woman of about 
thirty-five, slenderly made, with a sallow, regular 
face, and good though short-sighted eyes. The eyes 
were dark, so was the hair, the features delicate. 
Under the black shady hat, the hair was very closely 
and neatly coiled. The high collar of the white 
blouse, fitting tightly, to the slender neck, the coat 
and skirt of blue serge without ornament of any 
kind, but well cut, emphasised the thinness, almost 
emaciation, of the form. Her attitude, dress, and 
expression conveyed the idea of something ama2iingly 
taut and ready — ^like a ship cleared for action. The 
body with its clothing seemed to have been simplified 
as much as possible, so as to become the mere instru- 
ment of the will which governed it. No superfluity 
whatever, whether of flesh on her smaU bones, or 
of, a .single unnecessary button, , fold, or trimming, 
on her dress, had Gertrude Marvell ever allowed her- 
self for many years. The general effect was in some 
way formidable ; though why the neat precision of 





the little lady should convey any notion o! this sort, 
it would not at first sight have been easy to say. 

‘How old did you say it is?’ — she asked, after 
examining the distant building, which could be now 
plainly seen from the train across a stretch of green 
park. 

‘ Oh, the present building is nothing — a pseudo- 
Gothie monstrosity, built about 1880,’ laughed 
Delia ; ‘ but there are some old remains and founda- 
tions of the abbey. It is a big, rambling old place, 
and I should think dreadfully in want of doing up. 
My grandfather was a bit of a miser, and though he 
was quite rich, he never spent a penny he could help.’ 

* All the better. He left the more for other 
people to spend.’ Miss Marvell smiled— a slight,' and 
rather tired smile, which hardly altered the face. 

‘ Yes, if they are allowed to spend it ! ’ said Delia, 
with a shrug. ‘ Oh well, anyway the house must be 
done up— painted and papered and that kind of 
thing. A trustee has got to see that things of that 
sort are kept in order, I suppose. But it won’t have 
anything to do with me, except that, for decency’s 
sake, no doubt he ’ll consult me. I shall be allowed 
to choose the wall-papers, I suppose 1 ’ 

‘ If you want to,’ said the other drily. 

Delia’s brow puckered. 

‘ We shall have to spend some time here, you 
know, Gertrude ! We may as weU have something 
to -do.’ , ■ . . ", 

‘ Nothing that might entangle us, or take too 
much of our thoughts,’ said Miss Marvell, gently, but 
decidedly.' , ■ , , ^ 

‘ I ’m aifraid I like furnishing,’ said Delia, not 
without a shade of defiance. . , 
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* And 1 object-— 'because I know you do. After 
all— you understand as well as I do that mry day 
now is important. There are not so many of us, 
Delia ! If you ’re going to do real work, you can’t 
afford to spend your time or thoughts on doing up 
a shabby house.’ 

There was silence a moment. Then Delia said 
abruptly — ‘ I wonder when that man will turn up ? 
What a fool he is to take it on ! ’ 

‘ The guardianship ? Yes, he hardly knows what 
he ’s in for.’ A touch of grim amusement shewed 
itself for a moment in HCss Marvell’s quiet face. 

* Oh, I dare say he knows. Perhaps he relies on 
what everyone calls his “ influence.” Nasty, sloppy 
word — nasty, sloppy thing ! Whenever I ’m “ in- 
fluenced,” I ’m degraded ! ’ The young shoulders 
straightened themselves fiercely. 

‘ I don’t know. It has its uses,’ said the other 
tranquilly. 

Delia laughed radiantly. 

‘ Oh well — ^if one can make the kind of weapon of 
it you do. I don’t mean of course that one shouldn’t 
be rationally persuaded. But that ’s a different thing. 
f‘ Influence” makes me think of canting clergymenj 
and stout pompous women, who don’t know what 
they’re talking about, and can’t argue — who think 
they ’ve settled everything by a stale quotation— 
or an appeal to “your better self”— -or St. Paul. 
If Mr, Winnington tries iton with “ influence we ’ll 
have some fun.' , 

D^a returned to her window. The look her 
companion bent upon her was not visible to her. 
It was curiously detached— perhaps slightly ironical. 

‘I’m wondering what 'part I shall play in the 
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first intervie-w ! ’ said Miss Marvell, after a pause. 
‘ I represent the first stone in Mr. Winnington’s path. 
He 'will of course do his best to put me oat of it.’ 

‘ Ho'w can he ? ’ cried Delia ardently. ‘ What 
can he do ? He can’t send for the police and tm-n 
you out of the house. At least I suppose he could, 
but he certainly won’t. The last thing a gentleman 
of his sort wants is to make a scandal. Everyone 
says, after all, that he is a nice fellow ! ’ — the tone 
was unconsciously patronising — It isn’t his fault if 
he ’s been placed in this false position. But the great 
question for me is— how are we going to manage him 
for the best ? ’ ' 

Sbe leant forward, her chin on her hands, her 
sparkling eyes fixed on her friend’s face. 

‘ The awkward thing is * — mused Miss Marvell — 
‘ that there is so little time in which to manage him. 
If the movement were going on at its old slow pace, 
one might lie low, try diplomacy, avoid alarming 
him, and so forth. But we ’ve no time for that. It 
is a case of blow on blow — action on action — and 
the publicity is half the battle.’ 

‘ Still, a little management there must be, to begin 
with! — because I— we— want money, and he holds 
the purse-strings. Hullo, here *s the station ! ’ 

She jumped up, and looked eagerly out of the 
window. . ■ ■ ^ . , , 

‘They’ve sent a fly for us. And there’s the 
station-master bn the look-out. Ho'w it aU comes 
back to me ! ’ 

Her flushed cheek shewed a natural excitement. 
She was coming back as its mistress to a house where 
she had been happy as a child, which she had not 
seen for years. Thoughts of , her father, as he had 
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been in the old days before any trouble had arisen 
between them, came rushing through her mind — 
tender, regretful thoughts — as the train came slowly 
to a standstill. 

But the entire indifference or passivity of her 
companion restrained her from any further expression. 
The train stopped, and she descended to the platform 
of a small country station, alive apparently with 
traffic and passengers. 

‘ Miss Blanehflower ? ’ said a smiling station- 
master, whose countenance seemed to be trying to 
preserve the due mean between welcome to the living 
and condolence for the dead, as, hat in hand, he 
approached the newcomers, and guided by her deep 
mourning addressed himself to Delia. 

‘ Why, Mr. Stabbing, I remember you quite well,’ 
said Delia, holding out her hand. ‘ There ’s my maid — 
and I hope there 's a cart for the luggage. We ’ve 
got a lot.’ 

A fair-haired man in spectacles, who had also just left 
the train, turned abruptly and looked hard at the 
group as he passed them. He hesitated a moment, 
then passed on, vrith a curious swinging gait, a long 
and shabby overcoat floating behind him — to speak 
to the porter who was collecting tickets at the gate 
opening on the road beyond. 

Meanwhile Delia had been accosted by another 
gentleman, who had been sitting reading his Morning 
Post on the sunny platform, as the, train drew up. 
He too had examined the new arrivals with interest, 
0 ind while Delia was still talking to the station- 
master, he walked up to her. 

‘ I think you are .Miss. Blanehflower, ; but you 
won’t remep-ber ,p6.’- He lifted Ms hat, smiling. 
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Delia looked at him, puzsfled. ■ 

‘ Don’t yon remember that Christmas dance at the 
Eectory, when you were teni and I was home from 
Sandhurst ? ’ 

‘ Perfectly ! — and I quarrelled with you because 
you wouldn’t give me champagne, when I ’d danced 
with you, instead of lemonade. You said what was 
good for big boys w'asn’t good for little girls — and 
I called you a bully •’ 

* You kicked me ! — ^you had the sharpest little 
toes ! ’ 

‘ Did I ? ' said Delia composedly. ‘ I was rather 
good at kicking. So you are Billy Andrews ? ’ 

‘ Eight. I ’m Captain now, and they ’ve just 
made me adjutant down here for the A'eomanry. My 
mother keeps house for me. You’re coming hero 
to live ? Piease let me say how sorry I was to see 
your sad news.’ The condolence was a little clumsy 
but sincere. 

* Thank you. I must go and see to the luggage. 
Let me introduce you t'o Miss Marvell — Captain 
Andrews — kliss Marvell.’ 

That lady bowed coldly as Delia departed. The 
tall, soldierly man, whose pleasant looks were some- 
what spoilt by a slightly underhung mouth and pro- 
minent chin, disguised, however, by a tine moustache, 
offered assistance with the lugga.ge. 

‘ There is no need, thank you,’ said Miss Marvell. 

‘ Miss Blanohflower and her maid will see to it.’ 

And the Captain noticed that the speaker remained 
entirely; passive while the luggage was being collected 
and piled into a fly by the;, porters, directed by Miss 
Blanohflower and her maid. . She,, stood quietly on 
the platform, till aE was , ready, and Delia beckoned 
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to her. In the interval the soldier tried to make 
conversation, but with very small success. He dwelt 
upon some of the changes Miss Blanchflower would 
find on the estate; how the old head-keeper, who 
used to make a pet of her, was dead, and the new 
agent her father had put in wa's thought to be doing 
well, how the village had lost markedly in popxilatiori 
in the last few years — this emigration to Canada was 
really getting beyond a joke ! — and so forth. Miss 
Marvell made no replies. But she suddenly asked 
him a question. 

‘ What ’s that house over there ? ’ 

She pointed to a grey facade on a wooded hill 
some two miles off. 

* That ’s our show place — ^Monk Lawrence ! We ’re 
awfully proud of it— Elizabethan, and that land 
of thing. But of course you’ve heard of Monk 
Lawrence ! It ’s one of the finest things in England.’ 
' It belongs to Sir Wilfrid Lang ? ’ 

‘ Certainly. Do you know him ? He ’s scarcely 
been there at all, since he became a Cabinet Minister ; 
and yet he spent a lot of money in repairing it a 
few years ago. They say it ’s his wife’s health— that 
it ’s too damp for her. Anyway it 's quite shut up, 
— except that they let tourists see it once a month.’ 

‘ Does anybody Hve in the house ? ’ 

‘ Oh— a caretaker, of course, — one of the keepers. 
They let the shooting. Ah ! there ’s Miss Blanchflower 
calling you.’ ' - , 

.Miss 'Marvell — ^as the gallant. Captain afterwards 
remembered— took a long look at the distant house 
and then went to join Miss Blanchflower. The Captain 
Mcompanied her, and helped her to stow away the 
remaining hags into the fly, while a small concourse 
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of rustics, sprung from nowhere, stolidly watched 
the doings of the heiress and her friend. Delia 
suddenly bent forward to him, as he was about to 
shut the door, with an animated look — ‘ Can you tell 
me who that gentleman is who has just walked off 
towards the village ? — she pointed. 

‘ His name is Lathrop. He lives in a place just 
the other side of yours. He ’s got some trout-hatching 
ponds — will stock anybody’s stream for them. Rather 
a queer customer ! ’ — The good-natured Captain 
dropped his voice. ‘Well, good-bye, my train’s 
just coming. I hope I may come and see you 
soon ? ’ 

Delia nodded assent, and they drove off. 

‘ By George, she ’s a beauty ! ’ said the Captain 
to himself as he turned away. ‘ Nothing wrong 
with her that I can see. But there are some strange 
tales'going about. I wonder who that other woman 
is. Marvell? — Gertrude Marvell? — I seem to have 
heard the name somewhere. — ^Hullo, Masham, how 
are you ? ’ He greeted the leading local solicitor 
who had just entered the station, a man with a fine 
ascetic face, and singularly blue eyes. Masham 
looked like a starved poet or preacher, and was in 
reality one of the hardest and shrewdest men of 
business in the southern counties. 

‘ Well, did yon see Miss Blahehflower ? ’ said the 
Captain, as Masham joined him on the platform, and 
they entered the up train together. 

; ‘I did. A handsome young lady! Have you 
heard the news ? ’ - ■ ■ ■ - 

' ‘No.’-; . ■ ^ 

.‘ Your neighbour, Mr. Winnington-r-Mark Winning- 
ton— is named as her guardian under her father’s will — 
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until she is twenty-five.' He is also trustee, with 
absolute power over the property.’ 

The Captain shewed a face of astonishment. 

‘ Gracious 1 I^Tiat had Winnington to do with Sir 
Robert Blanehflower ? ’ 

‘ An old friend, apparently. But it is a curious will.’ 

The solicitor’s abstracted look shewed a busy 
mind. The Captain had never felt a livelier desire 
for information. 

‘ Isn’t there something strange about the girl ? ’ 
— ^he said, lowering his voice, although there was 
no one else in the railway carriage. ‘ I never saw 
a more beautiful creature ! But my mother came 
home from London the other day with some very queer 
stories, from a woman who had met them abroad. 
She said Miss Blanehflower was awfully clever, but 
as wild as a hawk — ^mad about women’s rights and 
that kind of thing. In the hotel where she met them, 
people fought very shy of her.’ 

‘ Oh, she ’s a militant suffragist,’ said the solicitor 
quietly — ‘ though she ’s not . had time yet since her 
father’s death to do any mischief. That — in confi- 
dence — ^is the meaning of the will’ 

The adjutant whistled. 

* Goodness ! — Winnington will have his work cut 
out for him. But he needn’t accept.’ 

‘ He has accepted. I heard this morning from 
the London solicitor.’ 

‘ Your firm does the estate business down here ? ’ 

‘ Eot many years. I hope to see Mr. Winnington 
to-morrow or next day. He is evidently harrying 
home— because of this.’ 

There was silence for a few minutes j then the 
Captain said bluntly : 


‘ It. ’s an awful pity, you know, that kind of thing 
cropping up down here. We Ve escaped it so far.’ 

‘ With such a lot of wild women about, what 
can you expect ? ’ said the solicitor briskly. ‘ Like 
the measles — sure to come our way sooner or later.’ 
‘ Do you think they ’ll get what they want ? ’ 

‘ What — the vote ? No— not unless the men are 
fools.’ The refined, apostolic face set like iron. 

‘ None of the womanly women want it,’ said the 
Captain with conviction. ‘ You should hear my 
••mother ::pm:it;’v^ • • ' . V ■■ 

The solicitor did not reply. The adjutant’s 
mother was not in his eyes a model of wisdom. 
Nor did his own opinion want any fortifying from 




He was conscious of a strong male instinct which 
disavowed Miss Blanchflower and all her kind ; but 
at the same time he was exceedingly susceptible 
to female beauty, and it troubled his reasoning pro- 
cesses that anybody so wrong-headed should be 
so good-looking. His heart was soft, and his brain 
all that was wanted for his own purposes. But it 
did not enable him — it never had enabled him — to 
understand these extraordinary ‘ goings-on,’ which 
the newspapers were every day reporting, on the 
part of well-tordo, educated women, who were ready — 

—it seemed— to do anything ontrageous---ju3t for 
a vote ! ‘ Of course nobody would mind if the rich 
women— the tax-paying women — ^had a vote— help ' , y 

us Tories famously. But the women of the *working- ; 

classes— why, good Lord, look at them when there ’s 
any disturbance on— any big strike— look at Tony- : ■ " ' 
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them the vote and they’d take us to the devil, even 
quicker than Lloyd George ! ’ 

Aloud he said — 

‘ Do you Imow anything about that lady Miss 
Blanchflower had with her? She introduced me. 
Miss Marvell— I think that was the name. I thought 
I had heard it somewhere.’ 

The solicitor lifted his eyebrows. 

‘ I dare say. She was in the stone-throwing raid 
last August. Eined 20s. or a month, for damage 
in Pall Mall. She was in prison a week; then some- 
body paid her fine. She professed great annoyance, 
but one of the police told me it was privately paid 
by her own society. She ’s too important to them — 
they can’t do without her. An extremely clever 
woman.’ 

‘ Then what on earth does she come and bury 
herself down here for ? ’ cried the Captain. 

Masham shewed a meditative twist of the hp, - 

‘ Can’t say, I ’m sure. But they want money. 
And Miss Blanchflower is an important capture.’ 

‘ I hope that girl will soon have the sense to shake 
them off!’ said the Captain with energy. ‘She’s 
a deal too beautiful for that kind of thing. I shall 
get my mother to come and talk to her.’ 

The solicitor concealed his smile behind his Daily 
Telegraph. He had a real liking and respect for the 
Captain, but , the family affection of the Andrews 
household was a trifle too idyllic to convince a gentle- 
man so well acquainted with the seamy side of life, 
^hat about that hunted-looking girl, the Captain’s 
sister ? He didn’t believe, he never had believed, 
that Mrs. Andrews . was quite so much of an angel 
as /she pretended to- he.- '.'i ■ 
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Meanwhile, no sooner had, ,,th0 fly left tho station 
than Delia turned to her companion — 

' Gertrude !— did you see what that man was 
reading who passed just now? Our paper!— the 

Gertrude Marvell lifted her eyebrows slightly. 

‘ No doubt he bought it at Waterloo — out of 
curiosity.’ ■ , 

‘ WTiy not out of sympathy ? I thought he looked 
at us rather closely. Of course, if he reads the Tocsin 
he knows something about you! What fun it would 
be to discover a comrade and a brother down here ! ’ 

‘ It depends entirely upon what use we could make 
of him,’ said Miss Marvell. Then she turned suddenly 
on her companion — ‘ Tell me really, Delia — ^how long 
do you want to stay here ? ’ 

‘ Well, a couple of months at least,’ said Delia, with 
a rather perplexed expression. . ‘ After all, Gertrude, 
it ’s my property now, and all the people on it, I suppose, 
wiU expect to see me and make friends. I don’t want 
them to think that because I ’m a suffragist I ’m going 
to shirk. It wouldn’t be good policy, would it ? ’ 

‘ It ’s all a question of the relative importance of 
things,’ said the other quietly. ‘ London is our head- 
quarters, and things are moving very rapidly.’ 

‘ I know. But, dear, you did promise ! fqr a time ’ — 
pleaded Delia. ‘ Though of course I know how duU it 
must be for you, when you are the life and soul of so 
many things in London. But you must remember : ' 

that I haven’t a penny at this moment but what Mr. ■ ■ ■ 

Winnington chooses to allow me ! We must come to 
some understanding with him, mnstn’t we, before we ' 

can do anything? It is all so diflSoult ! ’ — the girl’s /, 

voice took a deep, passionate note — ‘ horribly difficult, , ’ jj 


when I long to be standing beside you— and the others 
— in the open— fighting — for all I ’m worth. But how 
can I, Just yet ? I ought to haye eight thousand a 
year, and Mr. Winningtoncan cut me down to anything 
ho pleases. It ’s just as important that I should get 
hold of my money — at this particular moment — as 
that I should be joining raids in London, — more 
important, surely — because we want money badly !— 
you say so yourself. I don’t want it for myself; I 
want it all — for the cause ! But the question is, how 
■feigelutp^thgthi^ ; :will\ in:: our|^y,|gI|^ 

; Ah, there *s that house again ! ’ exclaimed Miss 
Siafi^h, 'iuliAhhe ■ same^ bw 'restmihed'lohe'-that^ wa^- 
habitual to her. She bent forward to look at the stately 
building on the hill-side, which, according to Captain 
Andrews’ information, was the untenanted property 
of Sir Wilfrid Lang, whom a shuffle of offices had just 
admitted* to the Cabinet. 

‘ What house ? ’■ — said Delia, not without a yague 
smart under the sudden change of subject. She had 
a natural turn for declamation; a girlish liking to 
hear herself talk ; and Gertrude, her tutor in the first 
place, and now her counsellor and friend, had a quiet 
way of snubbing such inclinations, except when they 
could be practically useful. ‘ You have the gifts of a 
speaker — we shall want you to speak more and more,’ 
she would say. But in private she rarely failed 
to interrupt an harangue, even the first beginnings of 
one. ' . ; 

Hlowever, the smart soon passed, and Delia too 
turned her eyes towards the house among the trees. 
She gave a little cry of pleasure. 

‘ Oh, that ’s Monk Lawrence — such a lovely — lovely 
ojd plaoel I used often to go there as a child'— 
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I -adored it. But I- oan’t.; remember who lives there 
now/ ’ , . , 

Gertrude Marvell handed, on' the few facts ’learned 

' I knew ’ — she added — ^ that Sir Wilfrid Lang lived 
somewhere near here. That they told me at the office/ 

* And the house is empty ? ' Delia, flushing sud- 
denly and vividly, turned to her companion. 

* Except for the caretaker — who no doubt lives 
somewhere on the ground-floor/ 

There was silence a moment. Then Delia laughed 
uncomfortably. 

* Look here, Gertrude, we can’t attempt anything 
of that kind there ; I remember now — it was Sir Wilfrid’s 
brother who had the house when I used to go there. 
He was a great friend of father’s ; and his little girls 
and I were great chums. The house is just wonderful 
— full of treasures ! I am sorry it belongs to Sir 
Wilfrid — but nobody could lift a finger against Monk 
Lawrence ! ’ 

Miss Marvell’s eyes sparkled. 

* He is the most formidable enemy we have,’ she 
said softly, between her closed lips. A tremor seemed 
to run through her slight frame. 

Then she smiled, and her tone changed. 

* Dear Delia, of course I shan’t run you into any 
—avoidable — trouble, down here, apart from the 
things we have agreed on/ 

‘ What have we agreed on ? Eemind me ! ’ 

* In the first place, that We won’t hide our opinions 
~or stop otir propaganda — please anybody/' ,, . 

v * 'Certaihly r said Delia* ,M shall have 'a drawing- 
zoom meeting as' soon as' possible. You seem to have 
fixed lip a OTiubpr of spealipg engagepiieiits foi: w 
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both. And we told the office to send ns down tons 
of literature.’ Then her face broke into laughter — 
‘ Poor Mr. Winnington ! * 

‘ A rather nice old place, isn’t it ? ’ said Delia, 
an hour later, when the elderly housekeeper, who had 
received them with what had seemed to Delia’s 
companion a quite unnecessary amount of fuss and 
family feeling, had at last left them alone in the 
drawing-room, after taking them over the house. 

The girl spoke in a softened voice. She was 
standing thoughtfully by the open window looking 
out, her hands clasping a chair behind her. Her thin 
black dress, made short and plain, with a white frill 
at the open neck and sleeves, by its very meagreness 
emphasised the young beauty of the wearer — a beauty 
full of significance, charged — over-charged — with 
character. The attitude should have been one of 
repose ; it was on the contrary one of tension, 
suggesting a momentary balance only, of impetuous 
forces. Delia was indeed suffering the onset of a wave 
of feeling which had come upon her unexpectedly ; 
for which she had not prepared herself. This rambling 
old house, with its quiet garden and Early-Victorian 
furniture, had appealed to her in some profound and 
touching way. Her childhood stirred again in her, 
and deep inherited things. How well she remembered 
the low spacious room, with its oak wainsootting, 
its book-cases and its pictures! That crayon over 
the writing-table, of her grandmother in her white 
cap and shawl ; her grandfather’s chair, and the old 
Bible and Prayer-book beside it, from which he used 
to read evening prayers .; the stiff arm-chairs with 
.their faded chintz. covers; the writing-table with its 
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presentation inkstand ; the groups of silhouettes 
on the walls, her forebears of long ago ; the needle- 
work on the fire screen, in which, at nine years old, she 
had been proud to embroider the white rose-bud still 
so lackadaisically prominent ; the stool on which she 
used to sit and knit beside her grandmother ; the 
place on the rug where the old collie used to lie — 
she saw his ghost there still ! — all these familiar and 
even ugly objects seemed to be putting out spiritual 
hands to her, playing on nerves once eagerly responsive. 
She had never stayed for long in the house ; but she 
had always been happy there. The moral atmosphere 
of it came back to her, and with a sense of the old 
rest and protection. Her grandfather might have 
been miserly to others; he had been always kind 
to her. But it was her grandmother who had been 
supreme in that room. A woman of clear sense and 
high character ; narrow and prejudiced in many 
respects, but sorely missed by many when her turn 
came to die ; a Christian in more than name ; sin- 
cerely devoted to her teasing little granddaughter. 
A woman who had ordered her household justly and 
kindly ; a personality not soon forgotten. 

‘ There is something of her in me still,’ thought 
Delia — ‘ at least, I hope there is. And w:here— is the 
rest of me going ? ' 

‘ I think I ’ll take off my things, dear,’ said Gertrude 
Marvell, breaking in on the girl’s reverie. ‘ Don’t 
trouble. 1 know my room.’ 

The door dosed. Delia was now looking out into 
the garden, where on the old grass-slopes the Septeni- 
bor shadows lay — still and slumbrous. The peace of it, 
the breath of its old-world tradition, came upon her, 
relasiag the struggle of mind and soul in which she 
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had been living for months, and , that ceaseless 
memory which weighed upon her of her dying father, 
— his bitter and increasing recoil from all that, for a 
while, he had indulgently permitted — ^his final estrange- 
ment from her, her own obstinacy and suffering. 

‘ Yes ! ’ — she cried suddenly, out loud, to the rose- 
bushes beyond the open window — * but it had a 
reason— it had a reason ! ’ She clasped her hands 
fiercely to her breast. ‘ And there is no birth without 


CHAPTEE IV 


A FEW days after her arrival, Delia woke np in 
the early dawn in the large room that had been 
her grandmother’s. She sat up in the broad white 
bed with its dimity curtains, her hands round 
her knees, peering into the half-darkened room, 
where, however, she had thrown the windows wide 
open, behind the curtains, before going to sleep. 
On the opposite wail she saw an indifferent picture 
of her father as a boy of twelve on his pony ; 
beside it a faded photograph of her mother, her 
Ijeautiful mother, in her wedding dress. There had 
never been any real sympathy between her mother 
and her grandmother. Old Lady Blanchflower had 
resented her son’s marriage with a foreign woman, 
with a Greek in particular. The Greeks were not at 
that moment of much account in the political world, 
and Lady Blanchflower thought of them as a nation 
of shams, trading on a great past which did not 
belong to them. Her secret idea was that out of 
their own country they grew rich in disreputable 
ways, while at home, where only the stupid ones 
stayed, they were a shabby , half- civilised people, 
mostly bankrupt. She could not imagine how a 
girl got any bringing up at Athens, and believed 

nothing that her son' told her. So, that - when the 

' . . 01 
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young Mrs. Bianchflo^er arrived, there were jars 
in the household, and it was not long before the spoilt 
and handsome bride went to her husband in tears, 
and asked to be taken away. Delia was surprised 
and touched, therefore, to find her mother’s portrait 
in her grandmother’s room, where nothing clearly 
had been admitted that had not some connection 
with family affection or family pride. She wondered 
whether on her mother’s death her grandmother 
had hung the picture there in dumb confession of, 
or penance for, her own unkindness. 

The paper of the room was a dingy grey, and the 
furniture was heavily old-fashioned and in Delia’s 
eyes inconvenient. ‘ If I ’m going to keep the room 
I shall make it all white,’ she thought, ‘with 
proper fitted wardrobes, and some low bookcases — 
a bath, too, of coarse, in the dressing-room.' And 
they must put in electric light at once 1 How could 
they have done without it all this time! I believe, 
with all its faults, this house could be made guite 
•pretty ! ’ 

And she fell into a reverie — eagerly constructive — 
wherein Maumsey became, at a stroke, a House 
Beautiful, at once modem and sesthetically right, 
a dim harmony in lovely purples, blues and greens, 
with the few fine things it possessed properly spaced 
and grouped, the old gardens showing through the 
latticed windbws, and golden or silvery lights, like 
those in a Blanche interior, gleaming in its now dreary 
'rooms. 

: Then at a bound she ^rang out of bed, and stood 

upright in the autumn dawn. • , 

‘I hate myself I’ she said fiercely— as she ran 
her hands through the mass of her dark hair, and 
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threw it back upoa her shoalders. Harrying across the 
room in her night-gown, she' threw hack the cnrtains. 
A light antamaial mist, -throxigh which the sun -was 
smiling, lay on the garden. Stately trees rose above 
it, and masses of flowers shewed vaguely bright ; 
while through the blue distances beyond, the New 
Forest stretched to the sea. 

But Delia was looking at herself, in a long pier- 
glass that represented almost the only concession 
to the typical feminine needs in the room. She was 
not admiring her own seemliness ; far from it ; she 
was rating and despising herself for a feather-brained 
waverer, and good-for-notbing. 

‘ Oh yes, you can tallt ! ' she said, to the figure 
in the glass — ‘ you are good enough at that ! Bufj 
what are you going to do/— Spend your time at 
Maple’s and Waring’s— matching chintzes and cur- 
tains ? — when joii ’ve promued—joxx ’vc promised / 
Gertrude ’s right. There are all sorts of disgusting 
cowardices and weaknesses in you ! Oh yes, you ’d 
like to go fiddling and fussing down here — playing 
the heiress — patronising the poor people' — putting 
yourself into beautiful clothes — and getting heaps 
of money out of Mr. Winnington to spend. It ’s 
in you — ^it ’s Just in you — ^to throw everything over-— 
to forget ■ everything, you ’ve felt, and everything 
you ’ve vowed — and just walloii) in luxury and selfish- 
ness and snobbery ! Gertrude ’s absolutely right. 
But you shan’t do itl You shan’t put a hand to it ! 
Why did that man take the' guardianship.? Now,, 
it’s his business. He may' see to it! But 
you have something else to do r 

And she stood erecti' tfie , angry impulse in her 
stiffening all her young body. And through her 


memory there ran, swift-footed, fragments frora a 
rhetoric of which she was already fatally mistress, 
the formulae too of those sincere and goading beliefs 
on which her youth had been fed ever since her 
first acquaintance with Gertrude Marvell. The mind 
renewed them like vows; clung to them, embraced 
them. 

What was she before she knew Gertrude ? She 
thought of that earlier Delia as of a creature almost 
too contemptible to blame. From the maturity of 
her twenty- one years she looked back upon herself 
at seventeen or eighteen with wonder. That 
Delia had read nothing — knew nothing — had neither 
thoughts nor principles. . She was her father’s spoilt 
child and darling ; delighting in the luxury that 
surrounded his West Indian Governorship ; courted 
and flattered by the few English of the colonial 
capital, and by the members of her father’s staff; 
with servants for every possible need or whim ; 
living her life mostly in the open air, riding at her 
father’s side through the sub-tropical forests of 
the colony ; teasing and tyrannising over the dear 
old German governess who had brought her up, and 
whose only contribution to her education — ^as Delia 
now counted education — had been the German tongue. 
Worth something ! — but not all those years, ‘ when 
I might have been learning so much else, things I- 
shall never have time to learn now I — things that 
Gertrude has at her fingers’ ends. Why wasn’t I taught 
properly — decently — like any Board-school child ! 

Gertrude says, we women want everything we 
can get ! yfe must know the things that men know — 
that we may beat them at their own game. Why 
should every Balliol boy-years younger than me— i-. 
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have everything brought to him — made easy for 
him—Mstory, political economy, logic, philosophy, 
laid at his ■]ordship'’s feet, if he will just please to 
leam ! — w'hile I, who have just as good a brain as he, 
have had to pick up a few scraps by the way, just 
because nobody who had charge of me ever thought 
it worth while te teach a girl ? But I have a mind ! — 
an iatelligenoe — even if I am a woman; and there 
is all the world to know. Marriage ? Yes !— but not 
at the sacrifice of everything else— of the rational. 

On the whole, though, her youth had been happy 
enough, with recurrent intervals of ennui and dis- 
content ; intervals too of poetic enthusiasm, or ascetic 
religion. At eighteen she had been practically a 
Catholic, influenced by the charming wife of one of 
her father’s aides-de-camp. And then— a few stray 
books or magazine articles had made a Darwinian and 
an agnostic of her ; the one phase as futile as the other. 
;'g;v';^‘Ydiiiewm^ had; no'-imfid'l’-^she^ 

:;Mid|::efiergy--5btillyGertrudev came.’;:"'^ 

And she thought with ardour of that intellectual 
awakening, under the strange influence of the appar- 
ently reserved and impassive woman, who had come 
to read -history for six: months, at jthessr^-.^ .^ 

:^gestion of a friend of her father’s, a certain cultiyated.^^^^..:; 
and; clever Lady Tonbridge, ‘ who saw, how , starred 

I'was.’ ■ ■ ^ . ■■ ■■ -r: -j;' ' 

■ ,So, after enquiry, a lady who was a B. A, of a west- ■ 

■co:untry ,umversity,w^^ she had taken every possible.,, I',.. 

::M^:hononr.:mhistQryand,eebnomi®-;--3Mia’s,ambitioa;;„;;i^ 
would accept nothing less— ^had been found, who ■ ' 

wanted for a winter in a warm climate, \ 
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and was willing to read history with Governor Blaneh- 
flower’s half-fledged daughter. 

The friendship had began, as often, with a little 
aversion. Delia, was made to work, and having 
always resented being made to do anything, for about 
a month she disliked her tutor, and would have 
persuaded Sir Eobert to send her away, had not 
England been so far off, and the agreement with Miss 
Marvell, whose terms were high, unusually stringent. 
But by the end of the month the girl of eighteen was 
conquered. She had recognised in Gertrude Marvell 
accomplishments that filled her with envy, together 
with an intensity of will, a bitter and fiery purpose, 
that astounded and subdued a young creature in 
whom inherited germs of Southern energy and passion 
were only waiting the- touch that starts the ferment. 
Gertrude Marvell had read an amazing amount of 
history, and all from one point of view : that of the 
w'oman stirred to a kind of madness by what she 
held to be the wrongs of, her sex. The age-long 
monopoly of all the higher forces of civilisation by men ; 
the 'cruel and insulting insistence upon the sexual 
and maternal functions of women, as covering the 
whole of her destiny; the hideous depreciation of 
her as an inferior and unclean creature, to which 
Christianity, poisoned by the story of Eve, and a 
sedre of barbarous beliefs and Superstitions more 
primitive still, had largely^contributed, while hypo- 
critically professing , to enfranchise and exalt her; 
the unfailing doom, to ‘ obey,’ and to bring forth, that 
has crushed her; the labours and shames heaped 
upon her by men.;in the pursuit' of their own selfish 
devices ; and the denial to her, also by men, of all 
the higher and spiritual activities, except those 
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allowed' by a man-made . "religion : — this , feminisl} 
gospel, in some respects so', -bitterly true, in others 
so vindictively false, was , gradually and unsparingly 
pressed upon Delia's quick intelligenee. She caught 
its fire ; she rose to its call ; and there came a day 
when Gertrude Marvell, breaking through the cold 
reserve she had hitherto interposed between herself 
and the pupil who had come to adore her, threw her 
arms round the girl, accepting from her what were 
practically the vow^s of a neophyte in a secret and 
revolutionary service. 

Joyous, self-dedicating moment ! But it had 
been followed by a tragedy ; the tragedy of Delia's 
estrangement from her father. It w^as not long before 
Sir Eobert Blanehfiower, a proud self-indulgent man, 
with a keen critical sense, a wide acquaintance with 
men and affairs, and a number of miscellaneous 
acquirements of wd^ich he never made the smallest 
parade, had divined the spirit of irreconcilable revolt 
which animated the slight and generally taciturn 
woman, who had obtained such a hold upon his 
daughter. He, the god of his small world, was jiiade 
to feel himself humiliated in her presence. She was, 
in fact, his intellectual superior, and the truth was 
conveyed to him in a score of subtle ways. ■ She 
■was in Ms ■ house simply because she was poor, and 
wanted rest from excessive overwork, at someone 
else's expense. ' -Otherwii^^er manner suggested-*— often 
quite unconsciously—that she would not have put up 
with his household and its regulations for a single day. 

Then, suddenly, he perceived that he had lost 
■ his.' daughter, and the reason-, of 'it. The-kst year 
of his official life was thenceforward darkened by an 
'Ugly and undignified, struggle,- with the woman who 
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had stolen Delia from him. In the end he dismissed 
Gertruds Marvell. Delia shewed a passionate resent- 
ment, told him frankly that as soon as she was twenty- 
one she should take np ‘ the Woman’s movement ’ as 
her sole occupation, and should offer herself wherever 
Gertrude Marvell, and Gertrude’s leaders, thought 
she could be useful. ‘ The vote must be got ! ’ — she 
said, standing white and trembling, but resolute, before 
her father — ‘ If not peaceably, then by violence. And 
when we get it, father, you men will be astonished 
tu see what we shall do with it ! ‘ 

Her twenty-first birthday was at hand, and would 
probably have seen Delia’s flight from her father’s 
house, but for Sir Robert’s breakdown in health. He 
gave up his post, and it was evident he had not more 
than a year or two te live. Delia softened and 
submitted. She went abroad with him, and for a 
time he seemed to throw off the disease which had 
attacked him. It was during a brigliter interval 
that, touched by her apparent concessions, he had 
consented to her giving the lecture in the Tyrolese 
hotel the fame of which had spread abroad, and had 
even taken a certain pleasure in her oratorical success. 

But during the following winter— Sir Robert’s 
last— which they spent at Meran, things had gone 
from bad to worse. For months Delia never mentioned 
Gertruda Marvell to her father. He flattered himself 
that the friendship was at an end. Then some accident 
revealed to him that it was as close as, ox closer than, 
ever j; that they were in daily correspondence ; that 
they 'had actually met, unknown to hina, in the 
neighbourhood of Meran ; and that Delia was sending 
all the money she could possibly spare from her 
very ample allowancse to ‘ The Daughters of Revolt,’ 
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the far-spreading sooiety. .in'.' whicli. Gertrude Marveli 
was now one of the leading; officials. 

Some of these dismal memories of Meran descended 
like birds of night upon Delia, as sho stood with her 
arms above her head, in her long night-gown, looking 
intently but quite unconsciously into the depths of 
an old rosewood cheval glass. She felt that sultry 
night about her once more, when, after signing his 
will, her father opened his eyes upon her, coining back 
with an effort from the bound of death, and had said 
quite clearly though faintly in the silence — 

‘ Give up that woman, Delia ! — promise me to 
give her up.’ And Delia had cried bitterly on her 
knees beside him — without a word — caressing his 
hand. An(||^the cold fingers had been feebly withdrawn 
from hers as the eyes closed; 

‘ Oh, papa — papa 1 ' The low murmur came from 
her, as she pressed her hands upon her eyes. If the 
Christian guesses w'ere but true, and in some quiet 
Elysian state he might now understand, and cease 
to be angry with her ! Was there ever a great cause 
won without setting kin against kin? ‘A man’s 
foes shall be they of his own household.’ ‘ It wasn’t 
my fault’ — ^it wasn’t my fault ! ’ 

No !— and moreover it was her duty not to waste 
her strength in vain emotion and regret. Her task 
was doing, not dreaming, ' Shp turned away, banished 
her thoughts and set steadily about the task of dressing. 

‘ Blease, Miss Blanohflower, there are two or three 
people waiting to see you in the servants’ hall.’ 

So said the tall and gentle-voiced housekeeper, 
Mrs. Bird, whose emotions had been, in Miss Marvell’s 
view, so unnecessarily exercised on the evening 
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of Delia’s Iiomo-cofiiing.. - -Being a sensitive person, 
Mrs, Bird had - already I«?arht: her lesson, and her 
manner had now become 'as mildly distant as could 
be desired, especially in the case of Miss Blanchliowor’s 
lady companion. 

‘ People 9 What people 9 ’ asked Delia looking round 
mth a furrowed brow. . She and Gertrude wore sitting 
together on the sofa -when the housekeeper entered, 
eagerly reading a large batch of letters which the 
London post had just brought, and discussing their 
contents in subdued tones. 

‘ It ’g the cottageSi Mss. Her ladyship used 
always to decide who should have those as v/ere vacant 
about this time of year, and two or three of these 
persons have been up several times to know when 
you ’d be home.’ 

‘ But I don’t know anything about it ’ — said Delia, 
rising relaetantly. ‘ WTiy doesn’t the agent— why 
doesn’t Mr. Frost do it ? ’ 

‘ I suppose— they thought— you ’d perhaps speak 
a word to Mr. ‘Frost, Miss,’ suggested Mrs. Bird. ‘ But 
I can send them away, of course, if you wish.’ 

‘ Oh no, I ’ll come ’—said Delia. ‘ But it ’s rather 
tiriesome— Just as ’ She looked at Gertrude. 

* Don’t be long,’ said Miss Marvell,, sharply ; ‘ I ’ll 
wait for you here.’ And she plunged back into 
the lettera, her delicate face all Mve, her eyes 
sparkling, Delia departed— evidently on a. distasteful 
errand. ■ ■ ' ■ ■ , . ■ 

■ But tv^eaty minutes 'later she returned,-, flushed 
and animated, ' ' ' ; , ■ - 

I ,om glad I ;'W6nt! Such tyranny — such 
.monstrous tyranny, I’ '.' She' stood in frqnt of Gertrude, 
breathing fast, her hands, on her hips. 
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* What ’s the matter ? ’ 

‘ My grandmother had a rul^-can you imagine 
anything so cruel ! — that no girl— who had gone wrong 
— was to be allowed in our cottages. If sho couldn’t 
be provided for in some Home or other, or if her 
family refused to give her up, then the family must 
go. An old man has been up to see me — a widower 
with two daughters — one in service. The one in 
service has come to grief — the son of the house ! — 
the usual story I ’ — the speaker’s face had turned 
fiercely pale— ‘ and now our agent refuses to let the 
girl and her baby come home. And the old father 
says — “ What am I to do, Miss ? I can’t turn her 
out — she ’s my own flesh and blood. I ’ve got to 
stick to her — else there ’ll be worse happening. It ’s 
not justice, Miss — and it ’s not Gospel.” Well ! ’ — 
Delia seated herself with energy,-^' I ’ve told him to 
have her home at once— and I ’ll see to it.’ 

Gertrude lifted her eyebrows, a gesture habitual 
with her, whenever Delia wore — as now — her young 
prophetess look. Why feel these things so much ? 
Human nerves have only a certain limited stock of 
reactions. Avenge — and alter them ! 

But she merely said — • 

‘ And the others ' ' , ■ ' 

* Oh, a poor mother with eight children, pleading 
for a cottage with three bedrooms instead of two I 
I told her she should have it if I had to build it ! — 
And an old woman who has. hved ;fifty*two yearn in 
'her, cottage, and , lost ail her Belongings, , begging that 
she mightn’t be turned out— for a family— now that 
it ’s too big for her. She shan’t be turned out ! Of 
course, I suppose it would be common sense ’—the 
tension of the .speaker’s face broke up in laughtejc— 
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‘ to pat the old vroman into the cottage of the eight 
children. — and put the; eight children into the old 
woman’s. Bat human beings ’ are not cattle ! 
Sentiment’s something! Why shouldn’t a woman 
be allowed to die' in her old home —so long as 'she 
pays the rent ? I hate all this interference with 
people’s lives ! And it ’s always the women who 
come worst off. “ Oh 1 Mr. Frost— he never pays 
no attention to us women. He claps ’is 'ands to his 
ears when he sees one of us, and jest runs for it.” 
Well, I ’ll make Mr. Frost listen to a woman I ’ 

‘ I ’m afraid Mr. Winnington is his master,’ said 
Gertrude quietly. Delia, crimsou again, shrugged 
hor shoulders. 

‘ We shall see 1 ’ 

Gertrude Marvell looked up. 

‘ Look here, Delia, if you are going to play the 
part of earthly Providence to this village and your 
property in general — as I ’ve said to you before — ^you 
may as well, tell the “ Daughters ” you can’t do any- 
thing for them. That ’s a profession in itself ; and 
would take you all your time.’ 

‘ Then, of course, I shan’t do it,’ said Delia, with 
decision. ‘ But I only want to put in an appea.ranc(3 — 
to make friends with the people — ^just for a time, 
Gertrude ! ' It doesn’t do to be too unpopular. We ’re 
not exactly in good odour just now, are wa ? ’ 

And\ sitting do'wn on a stool beside the elder 
wohian, Delia leant her, head against her friend’s knee 
earessipgly.' , 

' . ■ Gertruide gave an absent touch to the girl’s beautiful, 
hair, and then said^ ' , , 

, ' So you MiS take thbSe four meetings ? ’ ' 

* Certainly ! ’ Delia sprang up. ‘ What are they ? 
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One at Latchford, one. at Brownmoath — Wanchestcr 
—and Erimpton. All right.. I shall bo pelted at 
Brownniouth. ' But rotten eggs don’t matter so mucli 
when you ’re looking out for ■ them— except on your 
face— Ugh!’ 

‘ And the meeting ht?re ? ' 

‘ Of course. Can’t I do what I like with niy 
own house ? We ’ll have the notices out next 
•week.’ 

Gertrude looked up — 

‘ When did you say that man— Jlr. WinningLon— 
w’as ’ coming ?’ ■ 

‘ His note this morning said 4.80.’ 

‘ You ’d better see him alone — for the first half- 
hour anyway.’ 

Delia made a face. 

‘ I wish I knew what line to take up. You ’ve 
been no use at all, Gertrude ! ’ 

Gertrude smiled. 

‘ Wait till you see him,’ she said coolly. ‘ Mother- 
wit -will help you out.’ 

‘ I wish I had anything to bargain with.’ 

‘ So you have.’ 

‘ Pray, what ? ’ 

‘ The meeting here. You eouU give that up. 
And he needn’t know anything of the others yet 
awhile.’ . 

* What a charming opinion he will have of us both, 
by and bye,’ laughed. Delia, quietly. ‘ And by all 
accounts he himself is a simple paragon. — Heavens, 
how tireSorb:® ! ’ 

Gertrude Marvell turned back to her letters. 

‘ What does anyone know about a man ? ' .she said, 
with slow deliberationi. . . 
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The mid-day-post.' at Maumsey brought letters 
just after lahcheoii. Delia turning hers 'over was 
astonished to see' two or three with the local postmark. 

‘ What can people from here be writing to mo 
about ? ’ 

Gertrude absorbed in the new weekly number of 
the Tocsin took no notice, till she wa.s touched on 
the shoulder by Delia. 

‘Yes?’ 

‘ Gertrude !— it ’s too amazing ! ’ The girl’s tone 
was full of a joyous wonder. ‘ You know they told 
us at head-quarters that this was one of the deadest 
places in England — a nest of Antis — ^nothing doing; 
here at aU. Well, what do you think ? — here are 
three letters by one post, from the village — ail greeting 
us — all knowing perfectly who you are — that you have 
been in prison, etcetera — all readers of the Tocsin, 
and burning to be doing something ’ 

‘ Burning something ? ’ interposed the other in 
her most ordinary voice. 

Delia laughed, again with the note of constraint. 

‘ Well, anyway, they want to come and see us.’ 

■ Who are they ? ’ 

, ‘An assistant'- mistress at the little grammar- 
sohboi— that ’s No. 1. No. 2 — a farmer’s daughter, 
who says she took part in one of the raids last summer, 
but nobody kno'ws down here. Her father paid tjer 
fine. And No. 3, a consumptive dressmaker, who 
declares, she hasn’t, much life left anyiVay, and she 
is quite wiUihg to give it to the “cause”! Isn’t 
it wonderftil hqw .it spreads— it spreads !’ , . 

, ‘H’m*— said Miss , Marvell. . ‘Well, we may as 
well inspect themi ;'':'Tell them to come up some time 
next week after, ddsk.’ . 
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As she spoke, the temporary parlour-maid Uirow 
open ^ the door of the room ■which Delia had that 
morning chosen as her own sitting-room. 

‘ Are you at home, Miss ? Mrs. Prance would 
like to see you.’ 

‘Mrs. France?— Mm. France? Oh, I know— 
the doctor’s -wife — Mrs. Bird was talking of him this 
morning. Well, I suppose I must go.’ Delia moved 
unwillingly. ‘ I ’m coming, Mary.’ 

‘ Of course you must go,’ said Gertrude, a little 
peremptorily. ’ As we are here we may as weE 
reconnoitre the ground— find out everything we 
can.’ 

In the drawing-room, to which some flowers, and 
a litter of new boobs and magazines had already 
restored its inhabited look, Delia found a woman 
awaiting her, in whom the girl’s first glance dis- 
cerned a personality. She was dressed with an 
entire disregard of the fashion, in plain, service- 
able clothes. A small black bonnet tied under the 
chin framed a face whose only beauty lay in the 
expression of the clear kind oj^es, and quiet mouth. 
The eyes were a little prominent ; the brow above them 
unusuaEy smooth and untroubled, answering to the 
bands of brown hair touched with grey winch defined 
it. But the rest of the face was marked by many deep 
lines — of experience, or suffering ?—^which showed 
clearly that its owner had long left physical youth 
behind. And yet , perhaps youth— in some spiritual 
poetic sense — ^was what Mrs. • France’s aspect most 
sharply conveyed. ' ^ 

She rose as Delia entered,- and greeted her warmly. 

, ‘ It, is .nice to see you .settled here !' Dr. .France 
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aiid I were great friends of yoar old grandmother.. He 
and she were regular cronies. We were yery sorry to 
see the news of your poor father’s death.’ 

The voice was clear and soft, and absolutely sincere. 
Delia felt drawn to her. Bat it had become habitual 
to her to hold herself on the defensive with strangers, 
to suspect hostility and disapproval everywhere. Bo 
that her manner in reply, thoirgb polite enough, was 
rather chilly. 

But — the girl’s beauty ! The fame of it had indeed 
reached Maumsey in advance of the heiress. Mrs. 
Prance, however, in its actual presence was inclined 
to say ‘ I had not heard the half ! ’ She remembered 
Delia’s mother, and in the face before her she recog- 
nised again the Greek type, the old pure type, re- 
appearing, as it constantly does, in the mixed modern 
race. But the daughter surpassed her mother. Delia’s 
eyes, of a lovely grey blue, lidded, and fringed, and 
arched with an exquisite perfection ; the curve of the 
slightly bronzed cheek, suggesting through all its 
delicacy the fulness of yousg, sensuous life ; the mouth, 
perhaps a trifle too large, and the chin, perhaps a 
trifle too jflrm ; the abundance of the glossy black 
hair, curling wherever it was allowed to curl, or 
wherever it could escape the tight coils in which it 
was bound — at. the temples, and over the brow; the 
beauty of the uncovered neck, and of the amply- 
rounded form which revealed itself through the thin 
black stuff of the . mourning dress none of these 
Utems ’ in Delia’s good looks escaped her admiring 
visitor. \ 

‘ It 's to be ;hoped Mr, Mark realises his responsi- 
bSlities,’ she thoughtj with amusement, 

Aloud, she said-—. . ■ 
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‘I remember you as, quite a little thing staying 
with your grandmother—but you wouldn’t remember 
me. Dr. France was grieved not to come, but it’s 
his hospital day,’ 

Delia thanked her, without effusion. Mrs. France 
presently began to feel conversation an effort, and 
to realise that the girl’s wonderful eyes were very 
observant and very critical. Yet she chose the very 
obvious and appropriate topic of Lady Blanchflower, 
her strong chai'acter, her doings in the village, her 
relation to the labourers and their wives. 

‘ When she died, they really missed her. IThey 
miss her still.’ 

‘ Is it good for a village to depend so much on one 
person ? ’ said Delia, in a detached voice. 

Mrs. France looked at her curiously. Jealousy 
of one’s grandmother is not a common trait in the 
young. It struck her that Miss Blanchflower was 
already defending herself against examples and ideals 
she did not mean to follow. And again amusement — 
and concern! — on Mark Wiunington’s account made 
themselves felt. Mrs. France was quite aware of 
Delia’s ‘ militant ’ antecedents, and of the history of 
the lady she had brought down to live with her. But 
the confidence of the dloctor’s wife in Wimiingtoh’s 
powers and charm was boundless. ‘ He ’ll be a match 
for them ! ’ she thought gaily. 

Meanwhile, in reply, she smilingly defended her 
old friend Lady Blanchflower from the implied charge 
of pauperising, the village. 

* Not at all I She never gave money recklessly— 
and the do-nothings kept clear of her. But she was 
the people’s friend — ^and they knew it. They’re 
very excited about your coming ! ’ 


78 


DELIA BLANOHPLOWEB 


' I dare say I sbali change some things,’ said Delia 
decidedly. * I don’t approve of all Mr. Erost has been 
doing.’ 

‘ Well, you ’ll have your guardian to hcdp you,’ 
said Mrs. France quietly. 

Delia flushed, straightened her shoulders, and said 
nothing. 

This time Mrs. Prance was fairly taken by surprise. 
She knew nothing more of Sir Bobert Blanchflower’s 
will than that he had made Mark Winnington his 
daughter’s guardian, tili she reached the ago of twenty- 
five. But that any young woman— any motherless, 
and fatherless girl — ^should not think herself the most 
lucky of mortals to have obtained Mark Winnington 
as guide and defender, with first claim on his time, 
his brains, his Idndness, seemed incredible to Mark’s 
old friend and neighbour, accustomed to the daily 
signs of his immense and deserved popularity. Then 
it flashed upon her — * Has she ever seen him ? ’ 

The doubt led to an immediate communication of 
the neAvs that Winnington had arrived from town 
that morning. Dr. France had seen him in the village. 

‘ You know him, of course, already ? ’ 

* Not at all,’ said Delia indifferently, ‘ He and I 
are perfect, strangers.’ Mrs. France laughed., 

‘ I rather envy you the pleasure of making friends 
with Mm ! . We are all devoted to him down here.’ 
Delia lifted her eyebrows. 

‘ What are his particular virtues ? It’s monotonous 
to possess them aK.’ ' The slight note of insolence, was 
hardly' disguised. ^ ‘ ■ 

‘ No , two friends of his would give you the.sama 
answer, I should, ^ve you a different catalogue, for 
instance, from Lady Tonbridge- — ’ 


DELIA BLANCHPLOWEB 


79 


‘ Lady Tonbridge ! ’ cried Delia, waking up at last. 

‘ You don’t mean that Lady Tqrihridge lives in this 
neighbourhood ? ’ 

‘ Certainly. You know her ? ’ 

‘ She came once to stay with us in the West Indies. 
My father knew her very well before she married. 
And I owe her — a great debt’ — the last words were 
spoken with emphasis. 

Mrs. Prance looked enquiring. 

‘ — she recommended to ns the lady who is now 
living with mo here~my chaperon— Miss Marvell.’ 

There was silence for a moment. Then Mrs. 
Prance said, not without embarrassment — 

‘ Yonr father desired she should live with yon ? ’ 
Delia flushed again. 

‘ No. My father did not understand her.’ 

‘ He did not agree with her views ? ’ 

‘ Nor with mine. It was horrid— but even relations 
must agree to differ. Why is Lady Tonbridge here ? 
And where is Sir Alfred? Papa had not beard of 
them for a long time.’ 

‘ They separated last year ’—said ' Mrs. Prance 
gravely. * But Mr. Winnington will tell you. He ’s a 
great friend of hers.. She does a lot of work for him.’ 

, / ‘Work;?’'^" . ^ ■ 

‘Social work!’ smiled Mrs. Prance — ‘^or-law— 
schools— that kind of thing. He ropes m all in.’ ! 

‘ Oh ! ’ said Delia, with her head in air. 

Mrs. Prance laughed outright., 

‘ That seeuM to you so unimportant — compared 
with the vote.’ , 

‘It is urdmportant!’ said Delia impetuously, - 
‘ Notliing really matters but the vote. Aren’t you a 
Suffi-agist, Mrs. Prance?’ ' . , ■ ■ 
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Ml’S. iVance smilingly shook her head. 

* I don’t want to meddle mth the men’s business. 
And we ’re a long way. yet . from catching up with our 
own. Oh, my husband has a lot of scientific objections. 
].lut that ’s mine.’ Then her face grew serious — 
• Anyway, we can all agree, I hope, in hating violence. 
That can never settle it.’ 

She looked a little sternly at her young companion. 

‘ That depends ! ’ said Delia. ‘ But we mustn’t 
argue, Mrs. France. I should only make you angry. 
Ah ! ’ : . ■ 

She sprang up and went to the window,' just as 
steps could be heard on the gravel outside. 

‘ Here ’s someone coming.’ She turned to Mrs. 
France. ‘ Is it Mr. Winnington ? ’ 

‘ It is ! ’ said her visitor, after putting on her 
glasses. ' 

Delia surveyed him, standing behind the lace 
curtain, and Mrs. France was relieved to see that a 
young person of such very decided opinions could be 
still girlishly curious. She herself rose to go. 

‘ Good-bye. I won’t interrupt your talk with him.’ 

* Good-looking? ’ said Delia, with mischief in her 

eyes, and a slight gesture towards the approaching 
visitor.; ", ■ ' , ■ ' ' ■ 

‘ ‘ Don’t you know what an athlete he is— or was ? ’ 

‘Another perfection?, Heavens !— How does he. 
endure it ? ’ said the girl, laughing. 

Mrs. France 'took . her Jeave. She was a very 
motherly tender-hearted woman, and she would like 
to have taken her old friend’s grandchild in her arms 
and kissed her. But; she wisely refrained; and 
indeed the instinct to shake her was perhaps equally 
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‘How long will she stahcl gossiping on the door- 
mat with the paragon,’ said Delia savagely, to herself, 
when she was left alone. ‘ Oh, how I hate-a “ eharming 


man 


?il»' I- J 


the distant, sounds of talk in the haU, and resenting 
them. Then suddenly she paused oppo.sit0 one of 
the large mirrors in the room. A coil of hair 
had loosened itself; she put it right; and still 
stood motionless, interrogating herself in a proud 
eoncehtratioh. " ■ ; ; : ^ 't-t: 

‘ Well ?— -I am quite ready for him.’ 

But her heart beat uncomfortably fast as the door 
,ppenid;;|andj;KarkpWiniungtda>entere(^^^^ 


CHAPTER V 


As Winniaglon aclvanced with outstretched hand to 
greet her, Delia was conscious of a striking physical 
presence, and of an eye fixed upon her at once kind 
and penetrating. 

‘ ilow are you ? You Ve been through a terrible 
time ! Are you at all rested ? I ’m afraid it has 
been a long, long strain.’ 

He held her hand in both his, asking gentle 
questions about her father’s illness, interrogating her 
looks the while with a frank concern and sympathy. 

DeHa was taken by surprise. S'or the first time 
that day she was reminded of what was really tne 
truth. She was tired— morally and physically. But 
(Jertrnde Marvell never recognised anything of the 
kind ; and in her presence Delia rarely confessed any 
such, weakness even to herself, ■ ' 

As it was, her eyes and mouth wavered a little 
under Winnington’s look. 

• Thank you,’ she said quietly. , ‘ I shall soon be 

-restea* ' ‘ - 

' They sat down. Delia, was conscious— unwillingly, 
conscious— of a nervous- agitation she did her best 
to check. For Winnmgtoa. also it was clearly an 
awkward moment. He began at once to talk of his 
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old recollections of her parents, of her mother’s beauty, 
of her father’s reputation as the most dashing soldier 
on the North-West Frontier, in the days when they 
first met in India. ' 

‘ But his health was even then very poor. I suppose 
it was that made him leave the army ? ’ 

‘ Yes— and thep Parliament,’ said Delia. ‘ He was 
ordered a warm climate for the winter. But he could 
never have lived without working. His Governorship 
just suited him.’ 

She spoke with charming softness, beguiled from 
her insensibly by Winnington’s own manner. At the 
back of Winnington’s mind, as they talked, ran per- 
petual ejaculations — the ejaculations of the natural 
man in the presence of so much beauty. But Lis 
conversation with her flo\yed the while with an even 
gentleness which never for a moment affected inti- 
macy, and was touched here and there with a note 
of deference, even of ceremony, which disarmed his 
companion. 

‘ I never came across your father down here — 
oddly enough,’ he said presently. ‘ He had left 
Sandhurst before I went to Eton ; and then there was 
Oxford, and then the Bar. My little place belonged 
then to a cousin, and I had hardly ever seen it. But 
of coarse I knew your grandmother—everybody did. 
She was a great centre— a ^eat figure. She has left 
her mark here. Don’t you find it so?’ , 

‘ Yes, Everybody seems to; remember Her.’ 

Bnt, in a moment, the girl before him had 
changed and stiffened. It seemed to Winnington, 
as to Mri France, that she; puled herself , np, re- 
acting against something that threatened her. The 
expression in her, eyes put something between them. 
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‘ Perhaps you kho^? ’—she said — ‘ that my graud- 
motter didn’t always get on with my mother ? ’ 

He wondered why she had reminded him of that 
old family jar,, which gossip had spread abroad. Did 
it really ranlde in her mind ? Odd, that it should ! 

‘ Was that so ? ’ he laughed. ‘ Oh, Lady Blanch- 
llower had her veins of unreason. One had to know 
where to have her.’ 

‘ She took Greeks for barbarians — my father used 
to say,’ said Delia, a little grimly. ‘ But she was 
very good to me — and so I was fond of her.’ 

‘ And she of you. But there are still tales going 
about — do you mind? — of the dances you led her. 
It took weeks and months, they say, before you and 
sh^' ariived at an armed truce — after a most appalling 
state of war! There’s an old gardener here— retired 
now — ^who remembers you quite well. He told me 
yesterday that you used to be very friendly with him, 
and yon said to him onoe — “ I like Granny ! — she ’s 
the master of me ! ” ’ 

The laughter in Wirmington’s eyes again kindled 
hers. 

‘I was a handful^ — I know.’ There was a pause. 
Then she added — And I ’m afraid — I ’ve gone on 
being a handful!’ Gesture and tone shewed that 
she spoke deliberately. ■ 

‘ Most people of spirit are— till they come to handle 
themselves,’ he replied, also with a slight change of tone. 

‘ But that ’s just what women are never allowed 
to do, Mr. ’^Tnnington ! ’ She turned suddenly red, and 
fronted hihi. - ’ There ’s always some man who claims 
to manage ^ them and their affairs. We’re always 
in leading-strings— nobody ever admits we ’re growp 
up. Why oan’t.^we be allowed— like men— to stumble 
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along our o-wn way?, 11 we make mistakes, let’s 
'pay for them ! But let us at some time in our IItcs— 
at least — feel ourselves, free beings ! ’ ' 

There was no mistaking the purport of these words. 
They referred clearly to her father’s will, and her 
own position. After a moment’s thought, Winnington 
bent forward. 

‘ I think I understand what you mean,’ he said 
gravely. ‘ And I sympathise with it more than you 
imagine.’ 

Delia looked up impetuously — 

‘ Then, why, Mr. Winnington, did you consent to 
be my guardian ? ’ 

‘ Because—quite honestly— because I thought I 
could bo of more use to you perhaps than the Court of 
Chancery ; and because your father’s letter to me was 
one very difficult to put aside.’ 

‘ How could anyone in my father’s state of health 
really judge reasonably ? ’ cried Delia. ‘ I dare say it 
sounds shocking to you, Mr. Winnington, but I can’t 
help putting it to myself like this— Papa was always 
able to contrive his own life as he chose. In his 
Governorship he was a small king. He t.ied a good 
many experiments. Everybody deferred him 
Everybody was glad to help him., Then wh.o his 
money came and the estate, nobody fettered I-;nx 
with conditions ; nobody interfered with him. ,6'ranu- 
papa and he didn’t agree in a lot of things, ' Papa was 
a Liberal; and Grandpapa was an, awfully hot Con- 
servatiye. But Grandpapa didn’t appoint a trustee, 
ox tie up the estates— or anything of that kind. It 
is simply and solely becaas|e; I am a woman that 
these things are doiie! I am. not to be allowed my 
opinions, in my life, though Papa was quite free to 
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work for his in his life !' - This is the kind of thing we 
cali tyranny,— this is the' kind of thing that ’s driving 
women into revolt ! ’ „ ; 

Delia had risen. She stood in what Gertrude 
Marvell would have called her ‘ Pythian ’ attitude, 
hands behind her, head thrown back, delivering her 
prophetic soul. Winiiington, as he surveyed her, was 
equally conscious of her beauty and her absurdity. 
But he kept cool, or rather the natural faculty which 
had given him so much authority and success in 
life rose with a kind of zest to its new and unaccus- 
tomed, task. 

‘ May I perhaps suggest — that your father was 
fifty-two when he succeeded to this estate — and that 
you are twenty-one ? ’ 

‘ Nearly twenty-two,’ she interrupted, hastily. ■ 

‘ Nearly twenty-two,’ repeated Winnington. ‘ And 
I assure you, that what with “ People’s Budgets,” 
and prowling Chancellors, and all the new turns of 
the screw that the Treasury is for ever putting on, 
inheriting an estate nowadays is no simple matter. 
Your father thought of that. He wished to provide 
someone tn help you.’ 

‘ I ee'. id have found lawyers to help me.* 

‘:C‘ course you could. But my experience is 
thr- ’ solicitors are good servants but bad masters, 
I' wants a good deal of practical knowledge to 
lirect them, so that you get, what you want. ', I 
have gone a little way into the business of the 
,es|;afe ' this niorning with. Mr. Masham,,and,m,town, 
with the Morton ..Manners people. I see already 
some complications, which Will take me a deal of time 
and thought to straighten: nut. And I am a lawyer, 
and if you will let me say so,, just double your age.’ 
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He smiled at her, but Delia’s eduhteHaoce did not 
relax. Her mouth was scorriM. 

‘ I dare say that ’s quite true, Mr. Winnington. But 
of course you know it was not on that account — or at 
any rate not chiefly on that aceount--that my father 
loft things as he did. He wished ’ — she spoke clearly 
and slowl}'- — ‘ simply to prevent my helping the 
Suffrage movement in the way I think best.’ 

Winnington too had risen, and was standing with 
one hand on the mantelpiece. His brow was slightly 
furrowed, not frowning exactly, but rather with the 
expression of one trying to bring his mmd into as 
close touch as possible with another mind. 

‘ I must of course agree with you. That is evidently 
one of the objects of the will, though fay no means — 
I think — the only one. And as to that, should you 
not ask yourself — ^had not your father a right, even 
a duty, to look after the disposal of his money as 
he thought best ? Surely it was his responsibility — 
especially as be was old, and you were young.’ 

Delia had begun to feel impatient — to resent the 
very mildness of his tone. She felt as though she 
were an insubordinate child, being gently reasoned 
, with. ■ ' . 

‘ N6, 1 don’t admit it ! ’ she said passionately. * It 
was tampering with the right of the next generation ! * 

‘ Might you not say the same of the whole-— or 
almost the whole of oar system of inheritance ? ’ he 
argued. ‘ I should put it— that the old are always 
trying to preserve and protect something they know 
is. more precious to them than it can be to the young — 
something as to which, with the experience of life 
behind them, . they belieVe, they are wiser than the 
young. Ought the yotmg to resent it ? ’ 
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‘Yes,’ persisted 'Delia, ‘Yes! They should be 
left to make their oto experiments.’ 

‘ They have life wherewith to make them ! But 

the dead ’ Ho paused. But Delia felt and 

quivered under the unspoken appeal ; and also under 
the quick. touch of somethmg more personal — more 
intimate— in his manner, expressing, it seemed, some 
deep feeling of his own. He, in turn, perceived that 
she had grown very pale; he guessed even that she 
was suddenly not very far from tears. He seemed to 
realise the weeks, perhaps months, of conflict through 
which the girl had just passed. He was sincerely 
sorry for her— sincerely drawn to her. 

Delia broke the silence. 

‘ It is no good, I think, discussing this any more — 
is it ? There ’s the wdll, and the question is ’ — she 
faced him boldly — ‘ how are you and I going to get 
on, Mr. Winnington 9 ’ , 

Winnington’s seriousness broke up. He threw her 
a smiling look, and with his hands in his pockets 
began to pace the room rdflectively. 

‘ I really believe we can pull it off, if we look at 
it coolly,’ he said at last, pausing in front of her. ‘ I 
am no bigot on the Suffrage question — frankly I have 
not yet made up my mind upon it. All that I am ■ 
clear about — -as your, father was clear — ^is that outrage 
and violence are mong— in any cause. I cannot 
believe- that we shan’t agree there!’ 

He looked at her keenly. Delia was silent. Her face 
betrayed nothing, though her eyes mot his steadily. 

' , ‘ And iff ' regard, to . that, there is of ' course nne 

thing that troubles me ’—he resumed— one thing in 
which I beg you to take my adyico — 

Delia breathed : quick. 


'■i 
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. ‘ Gertrude Marvell/? '/^tosaki * Of course I koew ■ 
that was coming • 

^Yes. That we;, must settle, I think/ He Icepi 
his eyes upon her, Yon mn hardly know that she ' 
is mentioned by Xiaine. in yonr father’s, last, let ter— 
the letter to me— as the one person whose companion" 
ship he dreaded for you~the one penson he hoped 
you would consent to part from/ 

Delia had turned white. 

, ' , * lk).r that reason, and ^ for others, 1 do entreat 
you —he went on, earnestly—' not to keep her here. 
Miss Marvell maybe all that you. believe 'her. I havt^ 
nothing to say against her, — except this. I am told 
by those who know that she is already quite notorious 
in the militant movement. She has been in prison, 
and she has made extremely violent speeches, advo- 
cating what Miss Marvell calls war/’ and what plain 
people call — crime. That she should live with you 
here vrould not only prejudice your future, and 
divide you from people who should be your natural 
friends ; it would be an open disrespect to your father’s 
memory/ 

There was silence. Then Delia said, evidently 
mastering her excitement, with difficulty — 

' I can’t help it* She must stay with me. 
Nobody need know — about my father. Her name 
is not mentioned in the will/ 

* No. That is true* But his letter to me, as your 


; and I do not see ho w it would be 
possible for me to acquiesce in sometliiiig so directly 
contrary to his last wdshes. ' I beg you to look at it' 
'from my ‘point of view—’" , 
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* I do ’—said' Deliay. flushing again. ‘ Bni my 
letter warned you — ^ ‘ 

‘ Yes— -but I felt', on .receiving it that you co^jld 
not possibly be aware of the full strength of your 
father’s feeling. Let me read you his words.’ 

Ho took an envelope from his pocket, observing 
her, Deh'a hastily interposed. 

‘ Don’t, Mr. Winnington !— I ’m sure I know.’ 

‘ It is really my duty to read it to you,’ he said, 
courteously bitt firmly. 

She endured it. The only sign , of agitation she 
showed was the trembling of her hands on the back of 
the chair she leant upon. And when he returned it to 
his pocket, she considered for a moment or two, before 
she said, breathing unevenly, and stumbling a little— 

‘ That makes no difference, Mr. Winnington. 

1 expect you think me a monster. All the same 
I loved my father in my own way. But I am not 
going to barter away my freedom for anything or 
anyonei I am not part of my father, I am tnyself. 
And he is not here to be injured or hurt by anything 
r do. I intend to stick to Gertruds Marvell — and 
she to me.’ . 

And having delivered her ultimatum, she stood 
like a young goddess expectant and defiant. 

... ;■ Wilmington’s manner; changed. He straightened 
himselfi with a slight shake of his broad shoulders, 
and went to look out. .of the, window at the end of 
the, room, Delia was left to contemplate the back 
of a- very. taQ man in a serge suit and to rate- herself 
for the thriH— or, the trepidation — she could not help 
feeling’. What . would he say when he spoke again ? 

' She was, angry with harself that she tjould 'not quite 
-truthfully say that. she did not care. 
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Whea he returned, she divided another man. The 
tone was as courteous as ever, but the ,fii-st relation 
between them had disappeared; or rather it had 
become a business relation, a relation of affairs. 

?You will of course understand— that I cannot 
acquiesce in that arrangement ? ’ 

Delia’s uncomfortable sense of humour found vent 
in a laugh — as civil however as she could make it. 

‘ I do understand. But I don’t quite see what 
you can do, Mr. Winnington ! ’ 

He smiled — quite pleasantly. 

‘ Nor do I — ^)ust yet. But of course Miss Marvell 
will not expect that your father’s estate should provide 
her with the salary that would naturally fail to a 
chaperon whom your guardian could approve ? ’ 

‘ I shall see to that. We shall not trouble you/ 
said Delia, rather fiercely. 

‘And I shall ask to see Miss Marvell before I go 
this morning— that I may point out to her the im- 
propriety of remaining here against your father’s 
express wishes.’ 

DeKa nodded. 

* All right — but it won’t do any good.’ 

Ho made no reply, except to turn immediately 
to the subject of her place of residence and her 
allowance. ,, , , 

‘It is, r believe, understood •that you ‘will live 
mainly here — at. Maumsey.’; , .. . . " . • 

* On the contrary ! — I wish "to spend a great part 
of the winter in London.’ : 

•With Miss. Marvell?’ • 

Certainly/ ■ ■ 

, ‘ I eauiiot, I am afraid, let you expect that I shall 
provide the money/ . 
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it 'IS my. owii mosey ! 

' Noi legally;,. 'I 'hate iiisist.mg on these things; 
bat perhaps yotx ought to know that the loliole of 
your father^s property — eYerythiiig that he left behind 
him — is in trust/ ' 

* Which means ' — cried Delia, quivering again— 

' that I am really a pauper ! — that I own nothing but 
ray clothes — barely those ! ^ 

He felt himself a brute. * Can I really keep this 
up ! he thought. . Aloud, he said — ‘ If you would only 
make it a little easy for your trustee, he would be 
only too thankful to follow out jout wishes ! ’ 

Delia made no reply, and Winnington took another 
turn up and down before he paused in front of her 
with the words : — 

* Oan*t we come to a compact ? If I agree to 
London — say for six or seven weeks — is tliere no 
promise you can make me in return ? ’ 

With an inward laugh Delia remembered Gertrude's 
injimotion to ‘ keep something to bargain with/ 

don't know —she said reluctantly. * What 
sort of promise do you want ? ' 

* I want one equal to the concession you ask me 
to make,' he said gravely. ' In my eyes nothing 
could be more unfitting than that you should be staying 
in London— during a time of particularly violent 
agitation—tpder the chaperonage ' of Miss Marvell, 
who is .already ' 'committed to this 'agitMion, . If I 
agree to such a direct contradiction of your father's 
wishes^'! 'must at /least have your assurance 'that ; 
you will do nothing violent or illegal, either down here 
or, in, London, and', that in' this house above, all you ^ 
will take some p.aim to respect Sir Robert's wishes. ; 
That I am sure .you will promise me ? * 
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She could nofe deny the charm of his direct appealing 
look, and she hesitated. 

‘ I was going to have a drawing-room meeting here 
as soon as possible ’ — ^she said slowly. 

‘ On behalf of the “ Daughters of Be volt ” ? ’ 

She silently assented. 

‘ I may feel sure — may I not ?— that you will 
give it up ? ’ 

‘It is a matter of conscience with us’ — she said 
proudly—' to spread our message wherever we go.’ 

‘ I don’t think I can allow you a conscience 
all to yourself,’ he said smiling. ‘ Consider how I 
shall be straining mine— in agreeing to the London 
plan I ’ 

‘ Very well ’ — the words came out reluctantly. ‘ If 
you insist — and if London is agreed upon — I will give 
it up.' . . ; 

‘ Thank you,’ he said quietly. ‘ And you will take 
part in no acts of violence, either here or in London? 
It seems strange to use such words to you. I hate 
to use them. But with the news in this week’s papers 
I can’t help it. You will promise ? ’ 

There was a short silence. 

* I will join in nothing militant down here,’ said 
Delia at last. ' I have already toH Miss Marvell so.’ 

‘ Or in London ? ’ 

She straightened herself. 

‘ I promise nothing about London.’ 

Guardian and ward looked straight into eiieh 
other’s faces for a few. moments. Delia’s resistance 
had stirred a passion-^a tremor— in her pulses, she 
had never known in her struggle with her father. 
WinningtOn was deafly debating with himself, and 
Delia seemed to see -the. thoughts coursing through 
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the grey eyes that looked at her, seriously indeed, 
yet hot 'Without suggesting a man’s humorous spirit 
behind them. ^ 

‘Very well’ — he said — ‘we will talk of London 
later.— Noav may we just sit down and run through 
the household arrangements and expenses here — before 
I see Miss Marvell. I want to know exactly what you 
want doing to this house, and how we can fix you up 
comfortably.’ 

Delia assented. Winnington produced a note-book 
and pencil. Through his companion’s mind was 
running meanwhile an animated debate. 

‘ I ’m not bound to tell him of those other meetings 
I have . promised ? “ Yes, you are ! ” No, — ’m not. 
They ’re not to be here — and if I once begin asking 
his leave for things — there ’ll be no end to it, I mean 
to shew him — once for all — that I am of age, and my 
own mistress. He can’t starve me — or beat me ! ’ 
Her face broke into suppressed laughter as she 
bent it over the figures that Winnington was presenting 
to her. 


‘ Well, I am rather disappointed that you don’t 
want to do more to the house,’ said Winnington, as 
hd rose and put up his note-book. * I thought it 
might have been an occupation for the autumn and 
winter. But at least we can decide on the essential 
things, and the work can be done while you hre in 
toym. I am glad ybu like the servants Mrs. Bird has 
found for you.. Now I ara going off to the Bank to 
settle everything about the opening of your account, 
and the' (juairterly cheque we have agreed on shall be 
paid in; to-morrow.’ ' ' . 

‘ Very well’ But instantly through the girl’s mind 
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there shot up the qualifying thought. ‘He may say 
how it is to be spent — but I have made no promise ! ’ 

He approached her to take his leayO. 

‘My sister comes home to-night,. Will you try 
the new oar and have tea with us on Thursday ? ’ 
Delia, assented. ‘And before I go I should like to 
say a word about some of the, neighbours. 

He tried to give her a survey of the land. Lady 
Tonbridge, of course, would be calling upon her directly. 
She was actually in the village — ^in the tiniest band- 
box of a house. Her husband’s brutality had at last 
—two years before this date — ^forced her to leave him, 
with her girl of fifteen. ‘A miserable story — better 
taken for granted. She is the pluckiest woman 
alive ! ’ Then the Amberleys— the Rector, his wife 
and daughter Susy were pleasant people — ‘ Susy is a 
particular friend of mine. It ’ll be jolly if you like her.’ 

‘ Oh no, she won’t take to me l ’ said Delia with 
decision. . 

‘Why not?’ 

But Delia only shook her head, a little contemp- 
tuously. 

‘ 'We shall see,’ said Winnington. ‘ WeU, good 
night. Remember, anything I can do for you— -here 
I a3n.’ 

His eyes smiled,' but Delia was perfectly conscious 
that the eager cordiality, the touch of something like 
tenderness, which had entered inh>; his earlier manner, 
had disappeared. She realised, and with a moment’s 
soreness, that she had offended -his. sense of right— 
of what a daughter’s, feeling should , be towards a dead 
father, at any rate, in the first hpUrs of bereavement, 
when the recollections of death and suffering are stOl 
fresh. ' , ' ■ , , 
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'I m.n’h help it,’ she thoaghi; stubbornly, ‘It’s 
ail part of the price one pays.’ 

Bat when he was gone, she stood a long time by 
the Tsmdow without moving, thinking about the hour 
which had just passed. The impression left upon her 
by Winnington’s personality was uncomfortably strong. 
She knew now that, in spite of her bravado, she had 
dreaded to find it so, and the reality had more than 
confirmed the anticipation. She was committed to a 
struggle with a man whom she must respect, and 
could not help liking ; whose only wish was to help 
and protect her. And beside the man’s energetic and 
fruitful maturity, she beeanie, as it were, the spectator 
of her own youth and stumbling inexperience. 

But these misgivings did not last long. A 
passionate conviction, a fanatical affection, came to 
her aid, and her doubts were impatiently dismissed. 

Winnington found Miss Blanohfiower’s chaperon 
in a little sitting-room on the ground floor already 
appropriated to her, surrounded with a vast litter of 
letters and newspapers which she hastily pushed aside 
as he entered. He had a long interview with her, 
and as he afterwards confessed to Lady Tonbridge, 
he had rarely put his best powers forward to so little 
purpose. Miss Marvell did not attempt , to deny that 
she was coming to live at Maumsey in defiance of the 
wishes of Delia’s father and guardian, and of the public 
opinion of those who were to be henceforward Delia's 
friends and neighbours. 

‘ But Delia has asked me to live with her. She is 
twenty-one, and wromen are not now the mere chattels 
they once were. Both she and I have wills of our 
own. You will of course give me no salary. I 
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require -hobo. But', I'cloii-t..see-;}iow you’re going to, 
tiiiE me out of Delia’s Lousej if Delia wishes me to 
stay.’ / , 'v. 

And Wilmington must needs aeknowledge, at least 
to himselL that lie did not see either. 

He put the lady however through a eross-examirm- 
iion as to her connection with militancy which would 
have embarrassed or intimidated most women; but 
Gertrude Marvell, a slight and graceful figure,, sitting 
erect on the edge of her chair, bore it with perfect 
equanimity, apparently frank, and quite unashamed. 
Certainly she belonged to the ^ Daughters of Bevolt/ 
the record of her imprisonment was there to shew it ; 
and so did Delia. The aim of both their lives was to 
obtain the parliamentary vote for women, and in her 
opinion and that of many others, the time for constitu- 
tional action — * for that nonsense ’ — as she scornfully 
put it, had long gone by. As to wdiat she intended to 
do, or advise Delia to do, that -was her own afiair. 
One did not give away one’s plans to the enemy. 
But she realised, of course, that it wmiild bo unkind to 
Delia to plunge her into possible trouble, or to run the 
risk herself of arrest or imprisonment during the early 
days of Delia’s mourning ; and of her own accord she 
graciously offered the assurance that neither she nor 
Delia would commit any illegality during the two 
months or so that they might be settled at Maumsey. 
As ‘ to ‘ what might happen ■ later, she> like'- Delia, ■ 
declined- bo give,, any assurances--' '-The parliamentary 
situation was becoming desperat% and any. action 
whatever on the part of women which might serve to 
prod the sluggish mind of England before another 
'general alectionv'was’in her 'view not only legitimate ' 
but essentkL ' - 
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‘ Of coarse. -I ; tnow what your conscience says 
on the. matter,’ she, ,said, with her steady eyes on 
Winnington. ‘ Bat-Hexcuse me for saying so— your 
conscience is not lUy affair.’ 

Winnington rose, and prepared to t<ake his leave. 
If he felt nonplussed, he managed not to shew it. 

‘ Very well. For the present I acquiesce, But 
you will scarcely wonder, Miss Marvell, after this 
interview between us, if you find yourself henceforward 
under observation. You are here in defiance of Miss 
Blanohfiower’s legal guardian. I protest .against your 
influenoo over her ; and I disapprove of your presence 
here. I slrall do my best to protect her from' you.’ 

, She nodded. ' 

‘ There, of course, you will be in your right.’ 

And rising, she turned to the open window and 
the bright garden outside, with a smiling remark on 
the decorative value of begonias, as though nothing 
had happened. 

Winnington’s temperament did not allow him to 
'Oncivfiijr" fihdfefi'^y'Aircu^ 

But thby parted as duellists part before the fray. 
Miss ilfervell acknowledged his ‘ Good afternoon ’ 
with » pleasant bow, keeping her hands the while in 
the pockets of her serge jacket, and she remained 
standing till Winnington had left the room. 

' Now for Lady Tonbridge ! ’ thought Winnington 
as he rode away. ‘If she don’t help me outi I’m 
done 1 

At the gate <jjjf Maumsey he stopped to speak to 
;the 'lodge'keeper, and as he did so, ' a man, opened the • 
gate, and earns in. With a careless nod to Winnington 
he took his way up the drive. Winnington looked 
after him in some astonishment. 
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* What on earth can that fellow be doing here ? ’ 

He scented mischief;, little suspecting howerer 
that a note from Gertrude Marvell lay in. the pocket 
of the man’s shabby o%'ercoat, together with that 
copy of the Tocsin which Delia’s sharp eyes had 
detected the week before in the hands of its owner. 

Meanwhile as he drove homeward, instead of the 
details of county business, the position of Delia 
Blanehflower, her personality, her loveliness, her 
defiance of him, absorbed his mind completely. He 
began to foresee the realities of the struggle before 
liim, and the sheer dramatic interest of it held him, 
as though someone presented the case, and bade him 
watch how it worked out. 



CHAPTER VI 


Thb vfliage or rather small town of Great Maumsey 
took its origin in a clearing of that royal forest which 
had now receded from it a couple of miles to the 
south. But it was still a raral and woodland spot. 
The trees in the fields round it had still a look of 
wildness, as survivors from the primeval chase, and 
were grouped more freely and romantically than in 
other places ; while from the hill north of the church, 
one could see the New Forest stretching away, blue 
beyond blue, purple beyond purple, till it met the 
shining of the sea. 

Great Maumsey had a vast belief in itself, and 
was reckoned exclusive and clannish by other places. 
It was proud of its old Georgian houses, with their 
white fronts, their pillared porches, and the pediment 
gables in their low rpofs. The owners of these houses, 
of which there wei^ many, charmingly varied, in 
the long main street, were well aware that they had 
once been old-fashioned, and were now as much 
admired,, in their degree,' as the pictures' of the,' great 
English .artists,. Hogarth, Reynolds, . Romney, with 
which tj^ey' were, contemporary. There were earlier 
house?, too, pf brick .and timber, with overhanging 
top stories and moss-grown roofs. There was a grpen 
surrounded with posts and rails, on which a veritable 
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stocks still STjr%aved, kept in. careful repair as a 
memento of our barbarous fotbears, by tbe parish 
Council The church, dating from that wondorM 
fourteenth century ■when all, the' world must hare 
gone mad for church-building, stood back from tbe 
main street, with the rectory beside it, in a modest 
seclusion of their own. 

It was all very English, very spick and span, 
and apparently very well-to-do. That the youth of 
the village was steadily leaving it for the Colonies — 
that the constant marrjing in ' and in which had 
gone on for generations had produced an ugly crop 
of menlial deficiency and physical deformity among 
the inhabitants — that the standard of morals was 
too low, and the standard of drink too high — were 
matters well known to the Kector and the Doctor, 
But there were no insanitary cottages, and no obvious 
scandals, of any sort. . The Maumsey estate had 
always been well managed ; there w’ere a good many 
small gentlefolk who lived in the Georgian houses, 
and owing to the competition of the railways, agri- 
cultural wages were rather better than elsew'here. 

About a mile from the eastern end of the village 
was the small modernised manor-house of Bridge End, 
which belonged to Mark Winnihgton, and where his 
'sister Alice,. Mrs, Matheson, kept him company for 
the greater part of the . year. The gates leading, to 
Maumsey lay on the other side of the village^ wMle 
on . the hill to the north jjose,'. conspicuous' against 
its background of wood,' the. famous old house of 
Monk , Lawrence. It looked doTO .upon ' Maumsey 
to the , west. . and, Bridge 'End to the east, it was 
generally believed' that the o’tvner 'Of it, Sir Wilfrid 
Lang, , had exhausted his resources in restoring' it, 
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and that it was -tlia pressare of debt rather than 
his -wife’s health, ■which had led to its being shat up 
80 long. ■ , ' 

The dwellers' in the ■ village regarded it as the 
jewtd in their landscape, their common heritage and 
pride. Lady Tonbridge, -whose little dra-^ying-room 
and garden to the back looked out on the hill and 
the old house, was specially envied because she 
possessed so good a view of it. She herself inhabited 
one of the very smallest of the Georgian houses, 
in the main street of Mairmsey. She paid a rent of 
no more than forty pounds a year for it, and 
Maumsey people, who liked her, felt affectionately 
concerned that a duke’s grand-daughter should be 
reduced to a rent and quarters so insignificant. , 

Lady Tonbridge however was not at all concerned 
for the smallness of her house. She regarded it as 
the outward and visible sign of the most creditable 
action of lier life — the action which would— or should— 
bring her most marks when the Eecording Angel came 
to make up her account. Every time she sutveyed 
its modest proportions the spirit of freedom danced 
within her, and she envied none of the noble halls 
in which she bad formerly lived, and to some of which 
she 'Still paid occasional' visits, 

At tea-time, on the day following Winnington’s 
first interview with his ward, Madeleine Tonbridge 
came into her little drawing-room, in her outdoor 
things, and carrying a bundle of books under the arm. 

, As far as Such words could, e-ver apply to ' her, she 
waa tired and dusty,;. .But her little figure was so. alert 
and to, her 'grey linen dres's and its appointments 
8 d_ dainty, and the apple-red in her small cheeks : so 
bright, that one might have conceived her as Just 
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fresh from a maid’s hands, and stepping out to amuse 
hersolf, instead of as just returning from a tedious 
afternoon’s work,, by .which .she had earned the large 
sum of five shillings. A woman of forty-five, she 
looked her age^ and she had never possessc4 any 
positive beauty, unless it were the beauty of delicate 
and harmonious proportion. Yet she had been pes- 
tered with suitors as a girl, and unfortunately had 
married the least desirable of them all. And now in 
middle life, no one had more devoted men-friends ; and 
that without exciting a breath of scandal, even in a 
situation where one might have thought it inevitable. 

She looked round her as she entered. 

‘ Nora ! — whore are you ? ’ 

A girl, apparently about seventeen, put her head 
in through the French window that opened to the 
garden. 

‘ Eeady for tea. Mummy ? ’ 

‘ Bather ! ’ said Lady Tonbridge, with energy, as 
she put a E:iateh to the little spirit kettle on the 
tea-table where everything stood ready. ‘ Come in, 
darling.’ 

And, throwing ofl her hat and jacket, she sank 
into a comfortable arm-chair with a sigh of fatigue. 
Her daughter quietly loosened her mother’s walking- 
shoes and took them away. Then they kissed each 
other, and Nora went to look after the tea. : She was 
a slim, pale-faced school-girl, with yellow-hro'wn eyes, 
and yellow-brown hair, not as yet very attractive in 
looks, but her mother was convinced that it was only 
the plainness of the cygnet, and that the swan was 
only a few years off- Nora, who at seventeen had no 
'illusions, was grateful to her mother for the belief, 
but did not share it in the least. 
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* I ’hi sure, you .gave that girl half an hour over 
time»’ she said reprovingly, , as she handed Lady 
I’onbridge her cup of tea — ‘ I can’t think why you 
do it.’ She referred to the solicitor’s daughter whom 
Lady Tonbridge had been that afternoon instructing 
in the uses of the French participle. 

‘ Nor can I. A kind of ridiculous esprit de metier, 
I suppose. I undertook to teach her French, and 
when after all these weeks she don’t seem to know 
a thing more than when she began, I feel as if I were 
picking her dear papa’s pockets.’ . 

‘ WWch is absurd,’ said Nora, buttering her mother’s 
toast, ‘ and I can’t let you do it. Half a crown an 
hour is silly enough already, and for you to throw in 
half an hour extra for nothing, can’t be stood.’ 

‘ I wish I could get it up to four houi’S a day,’ 
sighed the mother, munching happily at her toast, 
while she held out her small stockinged feet to the 
fire .which Nora had just lit. ‘ Just think. Ten 
shillings a day— six days a week— ten months in, the 
year. Why, it would pay the rent, we could have 
another servant, and I could give you twenty pounds 
a year more for your clothes.’ 

‘ Much obliged— but I prefer a live Mummy — and 
no olothes*r*to a dead one. More tea ? ’ 

‘ Thanks. No chance, of course. Where could 
one find four persons a day, in Maumsey, or near 
Maumsey, „ who ' want to .learn French '? The notion ’s 
absurd.' .1 shouldn’t get the, lessors I do,' if it weren’t 
fer. th®.'*,H<}BourabIe.” ’ _ 

,; f'Snobs'l’V' ' ■ ‘ 

.^ Not at alii':, Not a single, family out of the 
people I go to deserve to be called snobs. It ’g the 
natural dramatic instinct in us all. You don’t expect 
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an “Honourable,” to be giying Prench lessons at 
half a crown an hour, and when she does, you say— 
“ Hullo ! Some screw loosfe,, somewliere ! ” — and you 
at once feel a now interest in the French tongue, and 
ask her to come along, I don’t mind it a bit. I sit 
and spin yarns about Drawing-rooms and Court balls, 
and it all helps. — ■\¥hen did you get home ? ’ 

For Nora attended a High School in a neighbouring 
town, some live miles away, journeying there and ' 
back by train. 

‘Half-past four. I met Mr. Winnington in his 
car, and he said he ’d be here about six.’ 

‘ Good. I ’m dying to talk to him. I have 
written to the Abbey to say we will call to-morrow. 
Of course, I ought to be her nursing mother in 
these parts ’ — said ' Lady Tonbridge reflectively — 

‘ I knew Sir Robert first when I was a chit in short 
frocks, and we were always pals. But, my dear, it 
was I who hatched the cockatrice ! ’ 

Nora nodded gravely.- 

‘ It was I,’ pursued Lady Tonbridge penitentially, 
— ‘who saddled him with that woman — and I know 
he never forgave me. He as good as told me so when 
we last met — ^for those few hours — at Basle. But 
how could I toll— how could anybody tell — she 
would turn out such a crea-ture? I only fenew that 
she had taken all kinds of honours. I thought I was 
■ sending him a treasure.’ . . ■ , ' ' , 

■ :' ‘ All the same, you did it, Mummy,' ,,And it won't 

dp to, give yourself airs now!, .That’s what Mr. 
Winnington says. Yon ’ve got' to help him outi’ 

‘ I say, don’t ' tiilk -, secrets ! ‘ said a voice just 
outside the rooni. ‘For I can’t help hearing ’em. 
May I come in ? ’ : 
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And, pushing the half-open door, Mark Wimiington 
stood smiling , on the threshold. 

‘ I apologise. :But your little maid let me in— 
and then vanished somewhere, like greased lightning — 
after a dog.' 

‘ Oh, come in,' said Lady Tonbridge, with 
resignation, extending at the same time a hand of 
welcome—' the little maid, as you call her, only came 
from your workhouse yesterday, and I haven’t yet 
discovered a grain of sense in her. But she gets 
plenty of exercise. If she isn’t chasing dogs, it 'a 
cats.’ ■ ' , ^ ' 

‘ Don’t you attack my schools,’ said Winnington, 
seating himself at the tea-table. ‘ They ’re Al, and 
you 're very lucky to get one of my girls.’ 

Madeleine Tonbridge replied tartly, that if he was 
a poor-law guardian, and responsible for a barrack 
school, it was no cause for boasting. She had not 
long parted with another of his girls, who had tried 
on her blouses, and gone out in her boots. She 
thought of offering the new girl a free and open choice 
of -her wardrobe to begin with, so as to avoid 
unpleasantness. 

‘We all know that every mistress has the maid 
she deserves,’ said Winnington, deep in gingerbread 
cake. .‘L leave, it there— — ’ ■' ‘ . - 

* Yes, jolly wefl, do ! ’ cried Nora,- who had come 
to sit on , a stool in front of her mother and ’Winning- 
ton, her -eager eyes glancing, from one to "the other— r 
‘Don’t; start Mummy on servants,- Mr. Winnington. 
If.you-'dn,.,L.Shall go. to bed. There ’s only one thing' 
wth'talfeing about-— and that ’s----’ ; .. 

‘Maurhs^ ! ’ he said, laughing at her. ‘ 

- ‘ Have you , accomplished anything ? ’ ' asked Lady ' 
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Tonbridge. ‘ Don’t tel! me ■ ycmVe dislodged tha 
Fnry ! ’ ■ 

Winnington shook hk' head. . . , 

‘ J'y suis — j’y reste I’ 

‘ I thought so. There is ho civilised way by which 
men can eject a woman. Tell me all about it.’ 

Winnington, however, instead of expatiating on 
the Manmsey household, turned the conversation at 
once to something else — especially to Nora’s first 
attempts at golf, in which he had been her teacher. 
Nora, whose reasonableness was abnormal, very soon 
took the liint, and after five minutes’ ‘chaff ’with 
Winnington, to whom she was devoted, she took up 
her work and went back to the garden. 

‘ Nobody ever snubs me so efficiently as Nora,’ 
said Madoloine Tonbridge, with resignation, ‘ though 
you come a good second. Discreet I shall never be. 
Don’t tell me anything if you don’t want to.’ 

‘ But of course I want to ! And there is nobody 
in the world so absolutely bound to hclj) me as you.’ 

' I knew jmu ’d .say that. Don’t pile it on. Give 
me the kitten — and describe your ' proceedings.’ 

Winnington handed her the grey Persian kitten 
reposing on a distant chair, and Lady Tonbridge, 
who always found the process conducive to clear 
thinking, stroked and combed the creature’s beautiful 
fur, while the man talked, —with entire freedom now 
that they were tiie-d-Uie.. , , 

She was his good friend., indeed, and she had dso 
been the good friend of .^ir Bobert Blanchflower.; It 
was natural that to her he should lay his perplexities 
bare.' . '' ... 
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best iTiind to his position,; she could not refrain from 
expressing the wonder she had felt from the beginning 
that lie should ever hare aeceirted it at all. 

‘ What on earth made you do it ? Bobby Blanch- 
flower had no more real claim on you than this 
kitten ! ’ 

Winnington’s grey eyes fixed on the trees outside 
shewed a man trying to retrace his own course. 

‘He wrote me a very touching letter. And I 
have always thought that men^ — and women — ought 
to be ready to do this kind of service for each other. 
I should, have felt a beast if I ha<f said No, at once. 
But I confess, now that I ha’'''e see® Miss Delia, I don’t 
know whether I can do- the slightest good.’ 

■ ‘ Hold o,a ! ’ said Lady Tonbridge, sharply, — ! You 

can’t give it up— now.’ ' 

Wilmington laughed. 

‘ I have, no intention of giving it up. Only I warn 
you that I shall probably make a mess of it.’ 

‘ Well ’—the tone was coolly reflective — ‘ that 
may do you good — ^whatever happens to the girl. 
You have never made a mess of anything yet in your 
life.: It will be a new experience.’ 

Winnington protested hotly that her remark only 
shewed how little even intimate friends know of each 
other’s, messes, and that his were already legion. 
Lady Tonbridge threw him an incredulous look. 
As, he sat there in his bronzed and vigorous manhood, 
'the first fficowsfeet just beginning to shew '-round the 
eyes.-and-ths first streaks, of grey in the,,htown ettrls, 
sHd i faid; , to" herself that; none of her young men 
acquaintance possessed bWCths physical attractiveness, 
of :Mark Winnington while none— old or ' young— 
cbuld rivd him at aU in the humane and winning spell 


DELIA BLANGHFLOWER 


109 


bo carried about with him. ■, To see Mark Winning- 
ton am/ j/rfses with an adTOnture in which not even his 
tact, Ilia knowledge of men 'and women, his candour, 
or Ms sweetness, might be ^sufficient to win success, 
piqued her curiosity ; perhaps even flattered that 
slight inevitable malice, wherewith ordinary mortals 
protect themselves against the favourites of the 
, gods. 

She was detemined however to help him if she 
could, and she put him through a number of questions. 
The girl then was as handsome as she promised to he ? 
A beauty, said Wiiinington— and of the heroic or poetic 
type. And the Fury ? Winnington described the neat 
little lady, fashionably dressed and quiet -mannered, 
who had embittered the last years of Sir Robert. 
Blandhflower, and firmly possessed herself of . his 
daughter. 

‘You Avill sea her to-morrow, at my house, when 
you come to tea. I carefully didn’t ask her, but I 
am certain she will come, and Alice and I shall of 
course have to receive her.’ 

‘ She is not thin-skinned then ? ’ 

‘ What fanatic is ? It is ' one of the secrets of 
their strength.’ 

‘ She probably regards us all as the da.st under 
her feet,’ said Lady Tonbridge. ‘ I wonder.what game, 
she will be up to, here.? . 'Have. you. seen ths Tifius 
this morning ? ’ ; . . , , '. , ; . ' 

Winnington nodded. It contained three serious 
cases, of arson, in which Sufeagette literature and 
messages had been discovered among the ruins, besides 
a number of minor outrages; An energetic leading 
artifele breathed the exasperation of the public, and 
pointed out the spread of the campaign of violence. 
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By this time. ; Lady Toubxidge bad carried her 
visitor into tha garden, and they .were walking up 
and down among the late September flowers. Beyond 
the garden lay green fields and hedgerows ; beyond 
the fields rose the line of wooded hill, and, embedded 
in trees, the grey and gabled front of Monk Lawrence. 

Wiuiiiugton reported the very meagre promise^ he 
had been able to get out of his ward and her companion. 

* The comfort is,’ said Lady Tonbridge, ‘ that this 
is a sane neighbourhood— comparatively. They ^on’t 
get much support. Oh, I don’t know, though ' she 
added quickly. ‘There’s that man— Mr. Lathrop, 
Paul Lathrop— who took Wood Cottage last year— 
a queer fish, by all accounts. I’m told he’s 
Witten the most violent things backing up the militants 
generally. However, his own story has put him out 
of court.’ 

‘ His own story ? ’ said Winnington, with a puzzled 
look. 

‘ Don’t be so innocent ! ’ laughed Lady Tonbridge, 
rather impatiently. ‘ I always tell you, you don’t 
give half place enough in life to gossip—" human 
nature’s daily food.” I knew aU about him a week 
after he arrived. However, I don’t propose to save 
you trouble, Mr. Guardian ! Go and look up u certain 
divorce ease, with Mr. Lathrop’s name in it, some 
time last year— if you want to know. That *s enough 
for that.’,: \ 

But Winnington interrupted her, ^ith a disturbed 
■look. I happened' to.^meet ,t^t very .man you are 
speakir^ of— yesterday— in the Abbey drive, going 
tocaH.’'-,, '•.'■■ 

V Lady Tonbridge shrugged her shoulders. : 

'* There you see their freemasonry. I don’t suppose 
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they approve his morals-^but- he supports their politics. 
You won’t be able tq: banish him I — Weil, so the child 
is lovely? and interesting ? 

Winnington assented warmly. 

* But determined to ■ make herself a rmisanee to 
you ? H’m ! Mr. Mark— dear Mr. Mark — don’t fall 
in love with her ! ’ 

Winnington’s expression altered. He did not answer 
for a moment. Then he said, looking away — 

‘ Do you think you need have said that ? ’ 

‘ No ! ’ — cried Madeleine Tonbridge remorsefully. 
‘ I am a wretch. But don’t — Aon't ! ’ 

This time he smiled at her, though not without 
vexation. ' , 

‘ Do you forget that I am nearly old enough to be 
her father? ’ ' ' ' ; - ' ' 

‘ Oh, that ’s nonsense I ’ she said hastily. * However 
— I 'm not going to flatter you— or tease you. , Eorgive 
me. I put. it out of my head. I wonder if there 
is anybody in the field already ? ’ 

‘ Not that I am aware of.’ 

‘Of course, you know this kind of thing spoils a 
girl’s prospects of marriage enormously. Men won’t 
run the risk.’ 

Winnington laughed. 

‘ And all the time, ypti ’re a Suffragist yourself ! * 
‘ Yes, indeed I am,Vwas the stout reply. ‘ Here am 
I, with a house and a 'dinighter, a house-parlourmaid, 
a boot-boy, and rate's to pay. Why shouldn’t I vote 
as well as you ? But thes difference between me and 
the Fury US that 'she wants the vote this year— this 
month — tMs mfflMfe^and I don’t care ■whether it 
comes in my time-^r Nora's time— or my .grand- 
children’s time. I say we ought to have i^-tbat it 
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is our right — and you men are dolts not to give it 
us. But I sit and .wait peaceably till you do— till the 
apple is ripe and drops. And meanwliile these wild 
women prevent its ripening at all. So long as they 
rage, there - it hangs— out of our reach. So that 
I ’m not only ashamed of them as a woman— but out 
of all patience with them as a Suft-agist ! However, 
for heaven’s sake don’t let ’s discuss the horrid subject. 
I ’ll do all I can for Delia— both for your sake and 
Bob’s— I’ll keep my best eye on the Bury— I feel 
myself of course most abonoinably responsible for 
|^ei.„^and I hope for the best. Who ’s coming to your 
tea-party 7’ 

Winnington enumerated. At the name of Susy 
Amberley, his hostess threw him a sudden look, but 
said nothing. 

‘ The Andrews’ — Captain, Mrs. and Miss — 

Lady Tonbridge exclaimed. 

‘ Why did you ask that horrid woman ? ’ 

‘ We didn’t I Alice indiscreetly mentioned that 
SfisS Blanohflower was coming to tea, and she asked 
herself.’ 

She ’s enough to make any one miHtant ! If I 
hear her quote “ the hand that rocks the cradle rules 
the world! ” ; once more, I shall have to smite her. 
The girl’s iownAroMm, I teU you!. Well, wel — ^if 
you gossip too little, I gossip too much. Heavens ! 

, — what a light.! ’ . ■ ; . , . ' . 

' Winningttotmned to see the glow of a lovely after- 
noon ..fusing all the hill-side in a gloyy of gold and 
;.'ametiiiy8t,' and the,- windows in the long fropt of-'Monk 
Lawrence taking fire under the . lest rays; .of a fast- 
dropping sun. , 

, ‘ Do you know— I sometimes feel anxious about 
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fcliafc bousa ! ’ said Madeleine Tonbridge , abruptly. 
' It’s empty— it’s famous— it belongs to a member 
of the Government. What is to prevent the women 
from attacking it ? ’ . - 

' In the first place, it isn’t empty. The keeper, 
Daunt, from the Bouth Lodge, has now moved into 
the house. I know, because Susy Amberley told me. 
She goes up there to teach one of my cripples— 
Daunt’s second girl. In the next, the police are on 
the alert. And last — ^who on earth w'ould dare to 
attack , Monk Lawrence 9 The odium of it would be 
too great. A house bound up %vith English history 
and English poetry— No ! They are not such fools !,’ 
Lady Tonbridge shook her head. 

‘ Don’t be so, sure. Anyway, you as a magistrate 
can keep the police up to the mark.’ 

Wilmington departed, and his old friend was left 
to meditate on his predicament. It 'rvas strange to 
see Mark Winnington, with his traditional, English 
ways and feelings — carried, as she always ' felt, to 
their highest— thus face to face with the new feminist 
forces, as , embodied in Delia Blanchflowor. He had 
■ resented, . clearly resented, the introduction— by her, 
Madeleine — of the, sex element into the. problem. But 
how difficult to keep it out ! ‘ He will see her con- 
stantly— he will have to exercise Ms. will against, hers 
—he will get his way — and 'then hate himself for 
conquering— ho wilt .dissipprove, "and’ , yet' admire,— 
will offend, her, yet want, . to . pleassv her — a, creature 
all fire, and beauty, and heroisms out of place ! And 
she— could she,, could ,'I,, could any' woman I know, 
fight Mark Winnington— and hot- love him all the 
time?. Men are men, and ■'women are women— in 
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spite of all these “.isnK,” and “ causes.” I bet — but 
I don’t , know what I bet f ■’ 

Then her tholights gradually veered away from 
Mark to quite another person. 

How would Susan Amberley be affected by this 
new interest in Mark Winnington’s life ? Madeleine’s 
thoughts recalled a gentle face, a pair of honest eyes, 
a bearing timid and yet dignified. So she was teaching 
one of Mark’s crippled children ? And Mark thought 
no doubt she would have done the like for anyone 
else with a charitable hobby ! Perhaps she would, 
for her heart was a fount of pity. All the same, the 
man — blind bat ! — understood nothing. No fault of 
his, perhaps ; but Lady Tonbridge felt a woman’s 
angry sympathy with a form of waste so common 
and so costly. 

And now the modest worshipper must see her hero 
absorbed day by day, and hour by hour, in the doings 
of a dazzling and magnificent creature like Delia 
Blanchflower. What food for torment, even in the 
meekest spirit ! 

So that the last word the vivacious woman said 
to herself was a soft ‘ Poor Susy ! ’ dropped into 
the heart of a September rose as she stooped to 
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A SMAi/ii expectant party were gathered for after- 
noon tea in the book-lined sitting-room — the house 
possessed no proper drawing-room — of Bridge End. 
Mrs, Mathoson, indeed, Mark’s widowed sister, .would 
have resented it had anyone used the word ‘ party ’ in 
its social sense. Miss Blanehfiower’s father had been 
dead scarcely a month ; and Mrs. Matheson, in her 
quiet way, held strongly by all the decencies of life. 
It was merely a small gathering of some of the oldest 
friends and neighbours of Miss Blanehflower’s family 
— those who had stood nearest to her grandparents — ■ 
to welcome the orphan girl among them. Lady 
Tonbridge — of whom it was commonly believed, 
though no one exactly knew why, that Bob Blanch- 
fiower as a youth had been in love with her, before 
ever he met his Greek wife ; Dr. France, Who had 
attended both the old people till their deaths, and 
had been much beloved by them ; his wife ; the 
■Rector, Mrs. Amberley, .and Rasy,:— -Mrs, .Matheson 
had not intended to ask anyone else. But the Andrews’ 
had askedi themselves, and she had not had the moral 
courage to tell them that the Occasion was not for 
them-.-; . She was always getting Mark into difficulties, 
sire penitently reflected, by her inability to say No, 
at the right time, and wi&.the proper force. Mark 
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could always say it, and stick to it sraiIing--'without 
giving offence. 

Mrs. Matheson was at the tea-table. She was 
tall and thin, with something of her brother’s good 
looks, but none of his over-flowing vitality. Her' 
iron-grey hair was rolled back from her forehead ; 
she wore a black dress with a high collar of white 
lawn, and long white cuffs. Little Mrs. Amberley, 
the Eector’s wife, sitting beside her, envied her hostess 
her figure, and her long slender neck. She herself 
had long since parted with any semblance of a waist, 
and the boned collars of the day were a perpetual 
torment to one whose neck, from the dressmaker’s 
point of view, scarcely existed. But Mrs. Amberley 
endured them, because they were the fashion ; and 
to be moderately in the fashion meant simply keeping 
up to the mark — ^not falling behind. It was like going 
to church — an acceptance of that ‘ general will ’ 
which, according to the pliilosophers, is the guardian 
of all religion and all moraiity. 

The Eector too, who was now handing the tea- 
cake, believed in fashion — ecclesiastical fashion. Like 
his wife, he was gentle and ineffective. His clerical 
dress expressed a moderate Anglicanism, and his 
opinions were those of his class and neighbourhood, 
put for him day by day in his favourite newspaper, 
with a cogency at which he marvelled. Yet he was no 
more a hypocrite than his wife, and below his common- 
places both of manner and thought there lay warm 
feeling 3 >and a guick conscience. He was just now 
much troubled about his daughter Susy. The night 
before she had told her mother and him that she 
wished to go to London, to train for nursing. It had 
been an upheaval in their quiet household. Why 
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should she dream of such a thiiig ? How could they 
ever get on without her ? Who would copy out his 
sermons, or help with the schools? And her mother 
— so dependent on her only daughter ! The Hector’s 
mind was much disturbed, and he was accordingly 
more absent and more ineffective than usual. 

Susy herself, in a white frock, with touches of blue 
at her waist and in her shady hat, was moving about 
with cups of tea, taking that place of Mrs. Matheson’s 
lieutenant which was always tacitly given her by 
Winnington and his sister on festal occasions at Bridge 
End. As she passed Wimiington, who had been 
captured by Mrs. Andrews, he turned with alacrity — 

‘ My dear Miss Susy ! What are you doing ? Give 
me that cup ! ’ 

‘ No — please ! I like doing it ! ’ And she passed 
on, smiling, towards Lady Tonbridge, whose sharp 
eyes had seen the trivial contact between Winnington 
and the girl. How the mere sound of his voice had 
changed the aspect of the young face ! Poor child — 
poor child ! 

‘ How well you look, Susy ! Such a pretty dress ! ’ 
said Madeleine tenderly in the girl’s ear. 

Susy flushed. 

* You really think so ? Mother gave it me for a 
birthday present.’ She looked up with her soft brown 
eyes, which always seemM to, have in them, eyen 
when they smiled, a look of pleading — as of someone 
at a 'disadvantage. At the same rpoment Winnington 
passed her. 

' ‘ CquM you 'go and talk to Miss Andrews? ’ he 
Saia,,.over his. shoulder. So that only she heard. , ‘ 

Susy went obediently across the room to where a 
silent, dark-haired girl sat by herself, quite- apart from 
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the rest of the circle. . ilarion Andrews was plain, 
with large features and thick wiry hair. Maumsey 
society in general declared her ‘impossible.’ She 
rarely talked ; she seemed to have no tastes ; and the 
world believed her both stupid and disagreeable. And 
by contrast with the effusive amiabilities of her mother, 
she could appear nothing else. Mrs. Andrews indeed 
had a way of using her daughter as a foil to her own 
qualities, which must have paralysed the most self- 
confident, and Marion had never possessed any belief 
in, herself at all. 

As Susy Amberley timidly approached her, and 
began to make conversation, she looked up coldly, 
and hardly answered. Meanwhile Mrs. Andrews was 
pouring out a flood of talk xmder which the uncomfort- 
able Winnington — ^for it always fell to him as host to 
entertain her — sat practising endurance. She was a 
selfish, egotistical woman, with a vast command of 
sloppy phrases, which did duty for all that real feeling 
or sympathy of which she possessed uncon:monly 
little. On this occasion she was elaborately dressed — 
over-dressed — in a black satin gown, which seemed to 
Winnington an ugly miracle of trimming and tortured 
‘bits'.’ Her large hat was thick with nodding plumes, 
and beside her spotless white gloves and showy lace 
scarf, her daughter's slovenly co,at^ and skirt, of the 
cheapest ready-made kind, her soiled gloves, and 
clumsy shoes, struck even a man uncomfortably. 
That poor girl seemed to grow plainer, and, more 
®Ient etery, year. ^ 

, tie "‘was 'just -shaking himself free fro,m ^the 
' motheri'wheh Dr. and' Ifia.. Prance were' announced,. 
The ddotor came in ■with a furrowed brow and a pre- 
occupied look. After greeting Mrs. Matheson, and 
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the other guests, he caught a glance of enquiry from 
Winnington and went up; to him. 

‘ The evening paper, is full of the- most shocking 
news!’ he said, with evident agitation. ‘ There has 
been an attempt on Hampton Court — and two girls 
who were caught breaking windows in Piccadilly have 
been badly hurt by the crowd. A bomb too has been 
found in the entrance, of one of the Tube stations. 
It was discovered in time, or the results might have 
been frightful.’ 

‘ Good Plea vens !— those, women again !' cried 
Mrs. Andrews, lifting hands and eyes. 

No one else spoke. But in everyone’s mind, the 
same, thought emerged. At any moment the door 
might open, and Delia Blanchflower and her chaperon 
might come in. ■ 

The .doctor drew-Wmnington aside into a bow-, 
windowi - ■ ■■ ... i ’ ’ 

‘Did you know that. the lady living with Miss 
Blanehtlow'er is a member of this League of Eevolt ? ’ 

‘ Yes. You mean they are implicated in these 
things ? ’ ; . . ' 

‘ Certainly! I am told Miss MarveU was once an 
official — ^probably is still. My dear Winnington— 
you can’t possibly allow it!’ He spoke with the 
freedom of an intimate friend. 

‘How can I stop it?’ said Winnington,, frowning. 

‘ My' ward. is of .age,.' H Miss .MarveU does.' any tMng 
overt — r-But she has. promised to do nothing violent 
down here — ^they both have.’ ; ■ ' ; 

. The doctor, ah impetuous Ulsterman, with white 
hair and black byes, shnfgged his shoulders impatiently., 

‘ When women once take 'te this kind of thing-^-— ’ 

. He was interrupted .“fey . Mrs. Andrews’ heavy, voice 
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in Miss Blanehflower’s ,wake. Then while Delia 
sat down beside the hostess, and Winnington busied 
himself in supplying her with tea, her companion fell 
to the Sector’s care. 

The Eector, like Winnington,, was not a gossip, 
partly out of scruple, but mainly perhaps because of 
a certain deficient vitality, and he had but disjointed 
ideas on the subject of the two ladies who had now 
settled at the Abbey. He understood, however, that 
Delia, whom he remembered as a child, was a 
Suffragette, and that Mr. Winnington, Delia’s 
guardian, disapproved of the lady she had brought 
, with her — ^why, he could not recollect. This vague 
sense of something ‘ naughty ’ and abnormal gave 
a certain tremor to his manner as he stood beside 
Gertrude Marvell, shifting from one foot to the other, 
and nervously plying her with tea-cake. 

Miss Marvell’s dark eyes meanwhile glanced round 
the room, taking in everybody. They paused a 
moment on the figure of the doctor, erect and spare 
in a closely buttoned coat, on his spectacled face, and 
conspicuous brow, under waves of nearly white hair ; 
then passed on. Dr. France watched her, following 
the examining eyes with his own. He saw them change, 
with a look — the slightest passing look— of recognition, 
and at the same moment he was aware of Marion 
Andrews, sitting in the light of a side window. What 
had happened to the girl ? He saw her dark face, for 
one instant, exultant, transformed ; like some forest 
hollow into which a sunbeam strikes. The next, she 
was stooping over a copy of Punch which lay on the 
table beside her* A rush of speculation ran through 
the dioctor’s mind. ; 

‘ And you are settled at Maumsey 2 ’ Mrs. Matheson 
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was saying to DeUa ;,' aware' as soon as the question 
was uttered that it was a foolish one. 

‘ Oh no, not settled. We shall be there a couple 
of months.’ 

‘ The house will want some doing up, Mark thinks.’ 

. ‘ I don’t think so. Not much, anyway. It does 
very well.’ 

There was an entire absence of girlish softness or 
shyness in the speaker’s manner, though it was both 
courteous and easy. The voice — musically deep — 
and the splendid black eyes, that looked so steadily 
at her, intimidated Mark Winnington’s gentle sister. 

Mrs. Andrews, whose dress, after Susy’s minis- 
tration, had been declared out of danger, bent across 
the tea-table, all smiles and benevolence again, the 
plumes in her black hat nodding — 

‘ It ’s like old times to have the Abbey open again, 
Miss Blanchflower I Every week we used to go to 
your dear grandmother, for her Tuesday work-party. 
I ’m afraid you ’ll hardly revive that !’ 

Delia brought a rather intimidating brow to bear 
upon the' speaker. . 

‘ I ’in afraid not.’ 

Lady Tonbridge, who had already greeted Delia 
as a woman naturally greets the daughter of an old 
friend, came up as Delia spoke, to ask for a second 
dtp of tea, and laid her band on the girl’s shoulder. 

■ ‘ Ysty sorry to miss you yesterday. . , I won’t insult 

you by saying you ’ye grown. How about the singing 9 
Yoh uMd;to sing, I remember, when I stayed with you.’ 

' ' ‘ ’'Yas-^.-but" I ’re given it ■ up. I took' lessors' , at 
Munich last spring. : 'But I can’t work at it enough. 
And if one can’t work, it ’s no good.’ 

‘ Why can’t you work at it 9 ’ 
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Delia suddenly looked up in her questioner’s face. 
Her gravity broke up in a broad smile. 

‘ Because there ’s so much else to do ! ’ 

‘What else?’ 

The look of excited defiance in the girl’s eyes 
sharpened. 

‘ Do you really want to know ? ’ 

‘ Certainly. The Suffrage and that kind of thing ? ’ 
said Madeleine Tonbridge lightly. 

‘ The Suffrage and that kind of thing ! ’ repeated 
Delia, still smiling. 

Captain Andrews, who was standing near, and 
whose martial mind , was all in confusion owing to 
Miss Blanchflower’s beauty, put in an eager word. 

‘ I never can understand, Miss Blanchflower, why 
you ladies want the vote. ! . Wliy, you can twist us 
round your little fingers ! ’ 

Delia turned upon him. 

‘ But I don’t want to tvist you round my little 
finger!’ .she said, with energy. ‘It wouldn’t give 
me the smallest pleasure.’ 

‘I thought you wanted to manage us,’ said the 
Captain, unable to take his eyes from her. ‘ But you 
do manage us already 1 ’ 

Delia’s glance shewed her uncertain whether the 
foe was worth her steel. . 

‘ We want to manage ourselves,’ she said at last, 
smiling indifferently., . ‘ We say you do it badly.’ 

The Captain attempted to spar with her a little 
longer. Winnington meanwhile stood, a mlent listener, 
axnid the group round the tea-table. ' He — and Dr. 
Prance— Were 'both acutely . eonscious of the realities 
behind this empty talk ; of the facts recorded in tlie 
day’s newspapers ; and of the connection between 
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, the quiet lady in grey y^ho had come in ''with Delia 
Blaiicbflower, and the campaign of public violencej 
which was now in good earnest alarming and 
exasperating the country. 

Where was the quiet lady in grey ? Winnington 
was thinking too much about his ward to keep a 
constant eye upon her- But Dr. France observed her 
closely, and he presently saw what puzzled him anew. 
After a conversation, exceedingly bland, though rather* 
monosyllabic, on Miss MarvelFs part, with the puzzled 
and inarticulate Eector, Delia's chaperon bad gently 
and. imperceptibly moved away from the tea-table. 
That she had been very coldly received by the company 
in general was no doubt evident to her. She was now 
sitting beside that strange girl Marion Andrews — to 
whom, as the Doctor had seen, she bad been intro- 
duced — apparently— by the Eector. And as Dr. 
France caught sight of her, she and Marion Andrews 
rose and walked to a window opening on the garden, 
as though to look at the blaze of autumn flowers 
'outside. . ■ ^ 

But it was the demeanour of the girl which again 
drew the Doctor's attention. Marion Andrews, who 
never talked, was talking fast and earnestly to this 
complete stranger, her normally sallow face one glow. 
It was borne in afresh upon Dr. France that the two 
were already acquainted ; and he continued to watch 
them as closely as politeness allowed. 

come and look at the hpUBof'^ said. 

; W'inninltonio his ward. ' * Not'that we have anything 
;to'!sh^Wr-except a- few portraits’ and old 'engravings 
'that ''might interest you. ■ But it's 'rather 'a dear old 
place, and we're very fond of it/ 


DELIA BLANCHPLOWEK 


125 


Delia went with hiih in silence. He opened the 
oval panelled dining-room,- and shewed her the por- 
trait of his father, the venerable head of an Oxford 
college, in the scarlet robes of a D.D., and others 
representing his forebears on both sides— qniet folk, 
painted by decent but not important painters. Delia 
looked at them and hardly spoke. Then they went 
into Mrs. Matheson’s room, which was bright with 
pretty chintzes, books and water-colours, and had a 
bow-window looking on the garden. Still Delia said 
nothing, beyond an absent. Yes or No, or a per- 
functory word of praise. Winnington became very 
soon conscious of some strong tension in her, which 
was threatening to break down ; a tension evidently 
of displeasure and resentment. He guessed what 
the subject of_ it might be, but as he was most 
unwilling to discuss it with her, if his guess were 
correct, he tried to soothe and evade her by such 
pleasant talk as the different rooms suggested. The 
house through which he led her was the home, evi- 
dently, of a man full of enthusiasms and affections, 
caring intensely for many things, for his old sohooL 
of which there were many drawings and photographs 
in the hall and passages, for the two great games 
in which he himself excelled ; for poetry and litera- 
ture — the house overflowed everywhere with books ; 
for his County Council work, and all the projects con- 
nected with it ; for his family and his intimate friends. 

‘ Who is that ? ’ asked Delia, pointing to a charcoal . 
drawing, in Mrs. Matheson’s sitting-roorn, of a noble- 
faced woman of thirty, in a delicate evening dress of 
bkbk' and white* ' ‘ ■ 

‘ That is my mother. She died the year after it 
was taken.’ - ‘ . , 
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; Delia looked at it in silence a moment. There 
was something in its dignity, its restfulnesH, its 
touch of austerity which challenged her. She said 
abruptly — 

‘ I want to speak to you, please, Mr. Winnington. 
May we shut the door ? ’ 

Winnington shut the door of his sister’s room, 
and returned to his guest. Delia had turned very 
white. 

‘ I hear, Mr. Winnington, you have reversed an 
order I wrote to our agent about one of the cottages. 
May I know your reasons ? ’ 

‘I was very sorry to do so,’ said Winnington 
gently ; ‘ but I felt sure you did not understand the 
real circumstances, and I could not come and discuss 
them with you.’ 

Delia stood stormily erect, and the level light of 
the October afternoon streaming in through a west 
window magnified her height, and her prophetess air. 

‘I can’t help shocking you, Mr. Winnington. 
I don’t accept what you say. 1 don’t believe that 
covering up horrible things makes them less horrible. 
I want to stand by that girl. It is cruel to separate 
her from her old father ! ’ 

Winnington looked at her in distress and em- 
barrassment. . 

‘The story is not what you think it,’ he said 
earnestly. ‘ But it is really not fit for your ears. I 
.have given groat thought and- much time to it, yester- 
day and tb-day. The girl — ^whp is mentally deficient — 
will be sent do- a Home and cared for. The father sees 
now that it is the best-- - Please trust it, to me.' ' ' - 

‘ Why mayn’t I know the facts persisted Delia, 
paler than before. . 
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A flash of some quick feeling passed through 
Wirniingtbu’s eyes. . . ■ 

‘ Why should you ? Leave us . older folk, dear 
Miss Delia, to deal with these sorrowful things.’ 
Indignation, blazed up in her. 

‘ It is for women to help women,’ she said, passion- 
ately. ‘ It is no good treating us who are grown up — ■ 
even if we are young — like children any moi’e. We 
intend to know — that we may protect — and save.’ 

‘ I assure you,’ said Winnington gravely, ‘ that 
this poor girl shall have every care — every kindness. 
So there is really no need for you to know. Please 
spare yourself — and me ! ’ 

He had come to stand by her, looking down upon 
her. She lifted her eyes to his unwillingly, and as she 
caught his smile she was invaded by a sadden con- 
sciousness of his strong magnetic presence. The 
power in the grey eyes, and in the brow overhanging 
them, the kind sincerity mingled with the power, and 
the friendliness that breathed from his whole atti- 
tude and expression, disarmed her. She felt herself . 
for a moment— and for the first time — ^young and 
ignorant, — ^and that W^'innington was ready to be 
in the true and not merely in the legal sense, her 
‘ guardian,’ if she would only let him. 

But the moment of weakening was soon over. 
Her mind chafed and twisted. Why had he under- 
taken it — a complete stranger to her ? It was most 
embarrassing^detestahle— for, them bath , ' 

And there suddenly darted through her memory 
the recolleption of a pertain item in her father’s will. 
Under it Mr. Winnington received a sum of £4000 
but of her father’s estate, ‘in consideration of our old 
friendship, and of the trouble I am asking him to 
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undertake in connection with my estates,’— or words 
to that effect. 

Somehow, she had never yet paid much attention 
to that clause in the will. It occurred in a list of a 
good many other legacies, and had been passed over 
by the lawyers in explaining the will to her, as some- 
thing entirely in the natural course of things. But 
the poisonous thought suggested itself— It was that 
which bribed him !— he would have given it up, but 
for that!’ . He might, not want it for himself— very 
possibly !— but for his charities, his Cripple School 
■and the re.st. Her face stiffened. 

‘ If you have arranged with her father, of course 
I can’t interfere,’ she said coldly. ‘ But don’t imagine, 
please, Mr. Winnington, for one moment, that I accept 
your view of the things I “ needn’t know. If I^am 
to do my duty to the people on this estate — — ’ 

‘ I thought you weren’t going to live on the estate ? ’ 
he said, lifting his eyebrows. 

‘ Not at once— not this winter.’ She was annoyed 
to feel herself stammering. ‘ But of course I have a 
responsibility ’ 

.'The kindly laugh in his grey eyes faded. 

‘ Yes— I quite admit that,— a great responsibility,’ 
he said slowly. ‘ Do you mind if I mention another 
subject?’ ^ ■' ' ' ' ' 

The meetings ? ’ she said, quickly. ’ You. mean 
that?*' ' 

< Yes— the meetings. T have just seen the placard 
ib the village.’. ' ■ ■ : , : ' ■ , ; . _ , ' 

‘ Well ? ’ , Her lovelihesS in defiance dazzled; him, 
but'he.held onstoatiy,; ; , 

‘You 'said nothing to me about these meetings 
the other day.’ . . . ■ 
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* Yon neTer asked me ! * 

No — but was it' quite— quite fair to me— to ■ let 
me suppose that the drawiBg-rooui meetirig at 
Maumsey^ which you kindly gave up, was the only 
meeting' you, had in view ? ’ 
lie saw her breath fluttering. 

' I don’t know what you supposed, Mr. Winnington ! 

I said nothing.’ 

me draw an inference— a 
mistaken inference. However— let that be. Can T 
not persuade you — now — to give up the Latchford 
meeting, and any others of the same kind you may 
have ahead ? ’ 

She flamed at him. 

‘ I refuse to give them up ! ’ she said, setting her 
teeth. ‘ I have , as much right to my views as you, 
Mr. Winnington ! I am of full age, and I intend to 
work for them.’ 

^ Setting fire to houses — which is wdiat your society 
is advocating — and doing — ^hardly counts as views,” ’ 
he said, with sudden sternness. ‘ Eisking the lives, 
or spoiling the property of one’s fellow countrymen, 
is not the same thing as political argument.’ 

' It ’s OUT argument -’—she said passionately — 

' The men who are denying us the vote understand 
nothing else ! ’ ' ■ y, ■ ^ . , > ■ . ■ • 

' The slightest humorous' quiver ■ in Wirmiiigtoh’s 
' strong mouth enraged 'her. still: further. But he Spoke 
_ with most courteous gravity. 

* Then- 1 ' can’t persuade ' you , to. -give up these ' 
'meetings 9 ' 'I ■ should of oourse make no objection 
whatever, if these were ordinary Suffrage meetings. ' 
But the Society' you are, going to represent and collect 


180 D1IjI4::BLANOHPLOWEE 

money for is a Society that exists to hreak the 
law. And its members hare — just lately — come con- 
spicuously into collision with the law. Your father 
would have protested, and I am bound , to protest — 
ill his name.’ 

‘ I cannot give them up.’ 

He was silent a moment. 

‘ If that is so ’ — ^he said at last — ‘ I must do my 
best to protect you.’ 

‘ I don’t want any protection ! ’ 

II am a magistrate, as well as your guardian. 
You must allow me to judge. There is a very bitter 
feeling abroad, after these— outrages — of the last few 
days. The town where you are going to speak has 
some rowdy elements — drawn from the brickfields 
near it. You will certainly want protection. I shall 
see that you get it.’ 

He spoke with decision. Delia bit her lip. 

‘ We prefer to risk our lives,’ she said at last. 

‘ I mean— there isn’t' any risk ! — but if there were — 
our lives are nothing in comparison with the 
cause ! ’ 

‘You won’t expect yonr friends to agree with 
you,’ he said drily; then, still holding her with an 
even keener look, he added — 

‘ And there is another point in connection with 
these meetings which distresses me. I see that you 
are speaMng on, the' same platform; — ^with Mr; Paul 
liathropr— ’ 

‘ And. why not she flashed, the colour rushing 
.tO'heruhSeks. • ■ , ■ ' ■ 

He, paused, walked ’ away with his hands in his\ 
pockets, and came back again. 

* I have been making some enquiries about him. 
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He is not a man mih .whom' 'you ought to associate — 

She gaye a sound— half scorn — half’ indignation;, 

* You mean— because of the divorce case ? ’ 

He looked at her amazed. 

* That is what I meant. But— I certainly do not 
wish to discuss it with you. Will you not take it- from 
me that Mr. Lathrop is not — cannot be — a man whom 
as a young unmarried woman you ought to receive 
in your house — or with whom you should be seen in 

* No, indeed I won’t take it from you ! ’ she said 

told me. He ran siway with someone he loved. , Her 
husband was vile! But she couldn’t get any help 
— because of the law — the ’ abominable law — ^\?hich 
punishes women — and lets men go free. So they went 
away together, and after a little she died. Alter your 
law, Mr. Winnington ! — make it equal for men and 
women — and then we ’ll talk.’ 

As she spoke — childishly defiant — Winnington’s 
mind vras filled with a confusion of clashing thoughts 
, — ^the ideals of his own first youth which made such 
a speech in tlie mouth of a girl of twenty-one 'almost, 
intolerable to him — ^andibe moral convictions — ^slowly 
gained— of Ms maturity. ' ; He agreed with' what ' she ^ 
said. 'AM yet it was shocking 'to him to, hear her.': 

'/ I 'donY quarrel mth''you- as to that,’ he' said, 

, ' ■ ■■gravely, after ' a momenl ' ' ''*■ Though I • confess ' that 
iii;'iiiy belief ypu are: too-, young to have any leal: 
opinion about it.' But there w^as much in the ‘case.; 
' ’ wiiich concerned Mr. ’Lathrop, of which you cam have,: 
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no idea. I repeat— he. is not a fit companion for 
you— and yon do yom-self harm by appearing with 
him— in public or private.’ .. 

‘Miss Marvell approves ’—said l)elia obstinately. 

Wimiington’s look grew sterner. 

* I appeal again to yonr father’s memory/ he said, 
with energy. 

He perceived her quickened breath, but she made 
no reply. 

He walked away from her, and stood looking out 
of the -window' for a little. When he came back to her, 
it was with a change of manner and subject. 

‘ I should like you to understand that I have been 
doing all I rndd to carry out your -wishes with regard 
to the cottages.’ 

He dre-^T a paper out of his pocket, on which he had 
made some notes representing his talk that morning 
with the agent of the Maumsey estates. But in her 
suppressed excitement she hardly listened to him. , 

‘ It- isn’t exactly business, what we ’ve done,’ 
he said at last, as he put up the papers ; ‘ but we 
wanted you to have your way — about the old woman — 
and the family of children.’. He smiled at her. ‘ And 
the- estate can ailord it.’ - ' . 

Deli.a thanked him ungraciously. She felt like a 
child -who is, offered sixpence for being good at. the 
dentist’s. It :was' his whole: position, towards her— 
■‘Ms whole control and authority— that she resented. 
And to be forced to be .grateful to him at the same 
timp, compelled to rpcoghise the anxious pains he 
' . had' taken to please; her in nine-tenths of the things 
she wanted, was really odious : she could only fibpti f p 
■ 'Under, it. - ' - , ■ 

He took hei" b&ck 'to the. drawing-room. Delia 
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■walked before liim in _siienee*-' Siie’was passionately 
angry; and yet beneath the- 'stormy currents of the 
upper mind, there were 'Other feelings, intennittently 
active. It was impossible 'to hate iiim !— impossible 
to help liking him. His frankness and courtesy, his 
delicacy of feeling and touch forced themselves on her 
notice. ^ I dare say ! — said wrath ; — ‘ but that *s the 
wxu‘st of it. If Papa hadn’t done this fatal, foolish 
thing, of course we should have made friends ! ’ 

The Arnberleys walked home together when the 
party dispersed. Mrs. Amberley opened the discussion 
on the newcomers. 

* She is certainly handsome, but rather bold- 
looking. Didn’t you think so, father ? ’ 

' I wasn’t drawn to her. But she took no account 
of us,’ said the Rector, with his usual despondent 
candour. In truth he was not thinking about Miss 
Blanchflowxr, but only about the possible departure 
of his daughter, Susy. 

‘ I thought her beautiful ! — but I ’m sorry for 
Mr. Winnington ! ’ exclaimed Susy, a red spot of 
excitement or indignation in each delicate cheek. 

‘ Mrs. Matheson told me they will only do exactly 
what they wish — that they won’t take her brother’s 
advice. /Very wrong, Very wrong.’ ^ The Rector shook 
his grey head. ‘Young. women were different in my 
youth.’ ' 

, . Mrs. 'Amberley sighed, and^ "Susy, biting her lip, 
knew that her . own ■'conduct -was perhaps more in 
' question than Miss BlanqMower’s. 

, ' "They , reached . home' ■; in: - ' silencev ■■ ' "Susy went to 
light her father’s candles in his modest book-littered 
study. Then she put her mother' on the sofa in the 
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drawing-room, - rubbed Mrs. Amberley’s cold hands 
and feet, and blew up the 'fire. 

Suddenly her mother threw an ana roniici her neck. 

‘ Oh, Susy, must you go ? ’ 

Susy Idssed her. 

‘ I should come back ’ — she said after a moment, 
in a low troubled voice. ‘ Let me get this training, 
and then if you want me, darling, I ’ll come back.’ 

‘ Can’t you be happy with us, Susy ? ’ 

' ; ‘I want to hww something — and do something,’ 
said Susy, with intensity — evading the question. 

It ’s such a big world, mother ! I ’ll be, better worth 
■Having afterwards.’ 

Sirs. Amberley said nothing. But a little later she 
went into her husband’s study. 

‘ Ik-ank— I think w^e ’ll have to let her,’ she said 
piteously. ^ 

The Rector looked up assentingly, 'and put his 
hand in his wife’s.' 

‘ It ’s strange how different it all seems nowadays,’ 
said Mrs. Amberley, in her low quavering voice. 

‘ If I ’d wanted to do ■ what Susy wants, my mother 
would, have called me a wicked girl to leave all my 
duties— and I shouldn’t have dared. But we can’t 
take it like that, BVank, Somehow.’ ' 

‘ No,’ said the Rector slowly. ‘ In the old days it 
used .to. be only duties for the young— now it ’s right.s 
too. : It ’s ■Sod.’s mU.* ; ' 

■ ■ ' ' Busy. loves us,; Prank. She ’s a good giii’ ' ’ 

‘ She ’s a good girl:--and she shall do, w*at she 
thmfa proper/ said .the Rector, rising heavily. ■ 

; / So they- gave.Aheir iconsent, and Susy wrote her 
application to ■Guy’s 'Hospital. Then they all three 
lay awake a good deal of the night,— almost till the 
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garden. 

As 'for Siisy^ in :the , restless intervals of restless 
sleep she was always, back in the- Bridge End drawing- 
room w^atcliing Delia Blanehflow^er come in, with 
Mark Winiiingtori behind. How glorious she looked 1 
And every day lie would be seeing her, every day he 
would be thinking about her — -just because she' was 
■BihrAtd';'give:';hi 

And what right have you to complain ? ' she 
asked herself, trampling on her own pain. Had he 
ever said a vford of love to her, ever shewn himself 
iahylpng:^^^ :;;the;'; kind - and:': ■sympathetipi^ffpnd^^ 

^^;-«^S03netiHies;;vthe;r^ .in;:;:tbe::,;::canses:;;:be^: 

had at heart ? Never ! And yet — ^insensibly— his 
smile, his word of praise or thanks, the touch of his 
firm warm hand, the sound of his voice, the look in 
his eyes — it %vas for them she had now learnt to live. 
;Mek,lri-^ahdr;’:becahsB.;;ffievcDuid/'ho::dbh 
she must go. She would not fail or harass him ; 
she' w”as liis friend. She would go aw'ay and scrub 
hospital floors, and polish hospital taps. That would 
tame the anguish in her, and some day she w^ould be 
strong again— and come back — to those beloved .ones' 
who had given her up— so tenderly. 



CHAPTER VIII 


The whole of Maumsey and its neighbourhood had 
indeed been thrown into excitement by certain placards 
on the wails announcing three public meetings to be 
hold — fortnight later — by the ‘ Daughters of Revolt’ — • 
at Latchford, Brownmouth, and Primpton. Latchford 
was but fifteen miles from Maumsey, and frequent trains 
ran between them. Brownmouth and Primpton, also, 
were witliin easy distance by rail, and the Maumseyites 
were accustomed to shop at either. So that a wide 
country-aide felt itself challenged — invaded; at a 
moment when a series of startling outrages— de- 
struction of some of the nation’s noblest pictures, 
in the National Gallery and elsewhere, , defacement 
of churches, personal attacks on Ministers — by the 
members of various; militant societies, especially 
, ‘ The League of Revolt,’ bad converted an already 
incensed public opinion into something none the 
less ugly, none the less alarming, because it had' 
as yet found no organised expression.. The police 
were kept hard -at work protecting . open-air , meet- 
ing, on the Brownmouth and Primpton beaches, 
from an angry populace who desired to break them 
up ; every un-tnown -woman who approached a village, 
ot strolled into a village church, was immediately 
noticed, immediately ' reported on, by hungry eyes 
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and tongues , alert for ' catastrophe ; ■ and e¥eiy empty 
house had become an anxiety to its owners. ' 

And of course the sting of the outrage lay in the- 
two names which blazed in the largest of black print 
from the centre of the placards. 'The meeting will 
be addressed by Gertrude Marvell (D.E.), Delia 
BlancMownr (D.E.), and Paul Latlii’op/ 

Within barely two ■ months of her father's deatin 
this young lady to be speaking on public platforms, 
ill the district where she was still a newcomer and 
a stranger, and flaunting in the black and orange of 
this unspeakable society! — such was the thought of 
all quiet folk for miles round. The tide of callers 
w^hieh had set in towards- Maumsey Abbey ceased to 
flow ; neighbours who had been already introduced 
to her, old friends of her grandparents, passed Delia 
on the road with either the stiifest of bows or no 
notice at all The labourers stared at her, and their 
wives, those deepest well-heads of Conservatisra in 
the country, were loud in reprobation. Their astonish- 
ment that ' them as calls theirselves ladies ’ sliouid 
be found burning and breaking, was always, in 
Wilmington’s ears, a touching thing, and a humbling, 

‘ Violence and arson/ they seemed to say, ' are good 
enough for the likes of us — ^you ’d expect it of us. 
But you~the glorified,-' the supCrfine—who Imveyom" 
meals brought you regular, more food than you can 
eat, and .more clothes than you, can vrBm~you !.^ 

So that, underlying: -the country women^s talk, and 
under. the varnish: of to' -.modern life, one caught the 
accents, and the. shape\-of an -.okl hierarchical world’; 
-and -the man .of 'Sympathy winced, anew under the 
perennial' submission and’ disadvantage of the poor. , ' 

, Meanw’*hile Delia’s life-' was one , long excitement. 
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The more she reaKsed the disapproyal of her neigh- 
bours, the more convineed she was that she was on 
the, right road. She straightened hca- girlish back; 
she set her firm red mouth. Every morning brought 
reams of letters and reports from London, for Gertrude 
Marvell was an important member of the ‘ Daughters’ ’ 
otganisation., and must be kept informed. The reading 
of them maintained a constant ferment in Delia. In 
any struggle of women against men, just as in any 
oppression of women by men, there is an element of 
fever, of madness, which poisons life. And in this 
element Delia’s spirit lived, for this brief hour of her 
youth. Led by the perpetual influence of the older 
mind and imagination at her side, she was over- 
, shadowed with the sense of women’s wrongs, haunted 
by their grievances, burnt up by a flame of revolt 
against fate, against society, above all, against men, 
conceived as the age-long and irrational barrier 
in the path of women. It was irrational, and there- 
fore no rational methods were any good. Nothing 
but waspishly stinging and hm'ting this great Man- 
Bofist, nothing hut defiance of all rules and decorums, 
nothing hut force— of the womanish kind-answering 
to force, of the masculine kind, could be any use. 
Argument . was foplish. They— the Suffragists— had 
already stuffed the; world with argument ; which, only 
' generated argument. ^ To smash and break and burn, in 
’ more senses, than one, remained the only course, witness 
Nottingham Castle,, and the, Hyde, Park railings.,,/ Aid' 
if a woman’s life- dashed itself to pieces in the process, 
'Welii-wbat -matter? Tha cause would only be advanced. 

On© evening, not , long after the tea-party at Bridge 
Bhd , a group of persons, coming from different quarters, , 
converged quietly, in the autumn dusk, on Maumsey 
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Abbey. Marion ' Andrews walked in ' front/ ■with a, 

Miss Foster, tlie daughter of one nf the larger farmers 
in the neighbourhood ; and- a' short limping woman, 
clinging to- the arm of- a Tigoronsly built girl, the 
science mistress of the 'small but -ancient Grammar 
School of the village, came behind. They talked 
in low voices, and any shrewd bystander would have 
perceived the mood of agitated expectancy in which 
they approached the house. 

‘ It 's wmnderM ! ' — said little Miss Toogood, the 
■lame dressmaker, as they turned a corner of the 
shrubbery, and the rambling south front rose before 
them, — ‘ vjonderful /—when you think of the people . 
that used to live here ! Why, old Lady Blarichflower 
looked upon you and me, Miss Jackson, as no better 
than earwigs ! I sent her a packet of our leaflets once 
by post. Well — she never used to give me any work, 
so she couldn’t take it away. But she got Mrs. David 
Jones at Thring Farm to take away hers, and Mrs. 

Willy Smith, the VetJs wife, you remember? — and 
two or three more. So I nearly starved one winter ; 
but I ’m a tough one, and I got through. And now 
there ’s one of us sits in the old lady’s place ! Isn’t 
that a sign of the times ? ’ 

^ B'lit, of course ! ’ 'said her companion, whoso 'face 
expressed a kind of gloomy ardour. ‘We ’ro - winning. 

We must win— some time- 1 ’ : 

■’The 'Cheerfulness ’of the words was' /oddly robbed 

^ j ^ ^ ± „ 1 ±1^ I. , " .. 1 i! . xl* 1 „ %'r*. 






Toogood’s hand pressed her arm. 

, : ‘ I ’m al-ways so;sorty,’r— murmured the dressmaker 
— ‘ for those others— those -women— who haven’t lived , . 

to see what we ’re going to see, aren’t you ■? ’ ’ 

‘ Yes,’ assented the other, adding' — with the same 
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emotional einpliasis— ‘ But they ’ve all helped— every 
woman ’s helped ! .^Ihey Ve all played their parts.’ 

‘ Well, I .don’t .know, about Lady Blanchflower ! ’ 
laughed Miss Toogood, happily. 

‘ Wliat did she matter? The Antis are like the 
bits of stick you put into a liive. All they do is to 
.stir up the bees.’ 

Meanwhile Marion Andrews was mostly silent, 
glancing restlessly however from side to side, as 
though she expected some spy, some enemy— her 
mother ? — ^to emerge upon them from the shadows of 
the shrubbery. Her companion, Kitty Foster, a 
rather pretty girl with flaming red hair, the daughter 
of a substantial farmer on the further side of the 
Tillage, chattered unceasingly, especially about the 
window-breaking raid in which she had been concerned, 
the figure she had cut at the police court, the things 
she had said to the magistrate, and the annoyance she 
had felt when her father paid her fine. 

They led mo a life when they got me home. And 
mother’s been so ill since, I had to promise I ’d stay 
quiet till Christmas .anyway. Biit then. I ’m off ! 
It.’s fine to feel you’re doing something real— some- 
thing hot and strong— so that people can’t help 
taking notice of you. That ’s what I say to father, 
when he shouts at me-^“ We ’re not going to ash you 
now any more— we ’ve asked long enough— we ’re 
going to mahe you do 'what we want.” ’ . 

. And the girl . threw back her head excitedly. 
Marion -.vapely assented, and the' talk .beside .her 
mmbted oh/ now violent, now egotistical, till they 

reached the Maumsey door. , . . ' ■ 

' ^ ^ ^ *ii ’sis 3|j; 
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‘ Now tliat -we ’ve .got women like you with ua — 
it can’t be long — it can’t; be long!’ repeated Miss 
Toogood, clasping her hands, as she looked first iit 
Delia, and then at the distant figure of Miss Marvell, 
who in the further drawing-room, and through an 
archway, could be seen talking with Marion Andrews. 

Delia’s brows puckered. 

‘ I ’m afraid it will be long,’ she said, with a kind of 
weary passion. ‘ The forces against us are so strong. 
But we must just go on — and on — straight ahead.’ 

She sat erect on her chair, very straight and slim, 
in her black dress, her hands, with their long fingers, 
tightly pressed together on her knee. Miss Toogood 
thought she had never seen anyone so handsome, or 
so — so splendid ! All that was romantic in the little 
dressmaker’s soul rose to appreciate Delia Blanchflower. 
So young and so self-sacrificing — and looking like a 
picture of Saint Cecilia that hung in Miss Toogood’s 
back room ! The Movement was indeed wonderful ! 
How it broke down class barriers, and knit all women 
together ! As her eyes fell on the picture of Lady 
Blanchflower, in a high cap and mittens, over the 
mantelpiece, Miss Toogood felt a sense of personal 
triumph over the barbarous and ignorant past. 

‘ What I mind most is the apathy of peopler— 
the people down here. It ’s really terrible ! ’ said the 
science mistress, in her . melancholy voice. ’ Some- 
times I hardly know how to bear it. One thiriks of 
all that ’s going on in London — and in the big towns 
up north— and here— it ’s'like. a vault. , Everyone ’s 
really against us. Wbyj the poor people — the labourers’ 
wives— they '’re the worat of any ! ’ 

‘ Oh no 1 — we ’re getting on — ^w.e ’re getting on ■! ’ 
said Miss Toogood, hastily. ‘ You ’re too despondent, 
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Miss Jackson, if you ’ll excuse me— you are indeed. 
Now I ’m never downhearted, or if I am, I say to 
myself—' It ’s all right somewhere ! — ^somewhere that 
yon can’t see.” And I think of a poem my father 
was fond of—" If hopes were dupes, fears may be liars — 
It may be, in yon smoke concealed — Your comrades 
chase e’en now the fliers — ^And, but for you, possess 
the field ! ” That ’s by a man called Arthur Clough — 
Miss Blanchflower — and it ’s a grand poem ! ’ 

Her pale blue eyes shone in their wrinkled sdekets. 
Delia remembered a recent visit to Miss Toogood’s 
tiny parlom- behind the front room where she saw her 
few customers and tried them on. She recollected 
the books which the back parlour contained. Miss 
Toogood’s father had been a bookseller — evidently a 
reading bookseller — in Winchester, and in the deformed 
and twisted frame of his daughter some of his soul, 
his affections and interests, survived. 

‘ Yes, but what are you going to give us to do, 
Miss Blanchflower ? ’ said Kitty Foster, impatiently — 

' I don’t care what: t do ! And the mord it makes 
the men mad, the better ! ’ 

, She drew herself up affectedly. She was a strapping 
girl, with a huge vanity and a parrot’s brain. A year 
before this date a, ‘ disappointment ’ had greatly 
embittered her, and the processions and the , crowded 
London meetings, and the window-breaking: riots into 
which -she had been, led while sta.ying with a friend, 
had been the solace and relief of a personal rancour 
and misery she might else have found intolerable. 

‘I can’t do anything— not anything public’— 
said Miss Jackson, with 'emphasis— ‘ or I should lose ■ 
my post. : Oh' the slavery; it is !. and the pittance they 
pay us— compared' with the men. Every man in the 
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Boys’ school gets £120 and over-^and we ’re thought 
lucky to get £80. And I ’ll be, bound we work more 
hours in the week than they do. , It ’s hard 1 * 

‘ That ’ll soon be mended,’ said Mss Toogood hope- 
fully. ‘ Look at Norway ! As soon as the women 
got the vote — why, the women’s salaries in public 
offices were put up at once.’ 

The strong, honest face of the teacher refused to 
smile. ‘ Well, it isn’t always so. Miss Toogood. I 
know they say that in New Zealand and Colorado — 
where we ’ve got the vote — salaries aren’t equal by 
any manner of means.’ : 

The dressmaker’s withered cheek flushed red. 

‘ “ They s&y ” ’ — she repeated scornfully. ‘ That ’s 
one of the Anti dodges — ^just picking out the tilings 
that suit ’em, and forgetting all the rest. Don’t you 
look at the depressing things — I never do ! Look at 
what helps us ! There ’s a lot o’ things said — and 
there ’s a lot of things ain’t true — You ’ve got to 
pick and choose — you can’t take ’em as they come. 
No one can.’ 

Miss Jackson looked puzzled and unconvinced ; 
but could think of no reply. 

The two persons in the distance appeared in the 
archway between the drawing-rooms, Gertrude Marvell 
leading. Everyone looked towards her; everybody 
listened for what she would say. She took Delia’s 
chair, Delia instinctively yielding it, and then— -her 
dark eyes measuring and probing them all while she 
talked, she gave the little group its orders. 

, Kitty Eoster was to be '(Me, of the band of girl- 
sellers of , the Tocsin, in L^ehford, the day of the 
meeting. The town was to be sown with it from end 
to, end, and just before the meeting, groups of sellers, 


144 DELIA , BLAN.CHELO WEB 

ia the ‘ Daughters' ’-Maek and orange, were to appear 
in every corner of the square where the open-air 
meeting was to be held- 

‘ But we ’ll put you beside’ the speaker’s waggon. 
You ’re so tall, and your hair is enough to advertise 
anything ! ’ With a grim little smile, she stretched 
out a hand and touched Kitty Foster’s hair. 

‘ Yes, isn’t it splendid ! ’ said Delia ardently. 

Kitty flushed and bridled. Her people in the 
farmhouse at home thought her hair ugly, and frailkly 
told her so. It was nice to be admired by Miss Blanch- 
ilpwer and her friend. Ladies who lived in a big house, 
with pictures and fine furniture, and everything hand- 
some, must know better than farm-people who never 
saw anything but their cattle and their fields. 

‘ And you ’ — the clear authoritative voice addressed 
Miss I'oogood — ‘ can you take round notices ? ’ 

The speaker looked doubtfully at the woman’s lame 
foot and stick. 

Miss Toogood replied that she would be at Latch- 
ford by mid-day, and would take round notices till 
she dropped. - , . ■ 

The teacher, who could do nothing public, was 
invited, to come to Maumsey in the evening,, and 
address envelopes. Miss Marvell had lately imported 
a Secretary, who had set up her quarters in the old 
gun room on the ground floor, and had already tilled 
it with correspondence, . and stacked it with the 
literature of the ‘ Daughters.’ ' 

■ ■ Miss Jackson eagerly promised her help. ^ 

Kothing. • was,, apportioned, to Marion Andrews. 
She sat silent, following the words and gestures of that 
spare figure in the grey cloth dress, in whom they all 
recognised their chief. There was a feverish brooding 
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in her lookj as though ;She was doubly conscious— both , 
of the scene before her, anduf ■so.niet.hiiig only present 
to the mind. 

, * You know why we .are holding these meetings — ' 
said Gertrude Marvell, ■ presently. 

No one answ^ered. They waited for her. 

‘It is a meeting of denunciation/ she said 
sharply. ‘ You know in the Land League . days ■ in 
Ireland they used to hold meetings to denounce a 
landlord — for evictions — and that landlord went after* 
wards in fear — scorned—and cursed — and boycotted. 

Wellj-that^’^ we’re going to do withAIinisters 

in their own localities where they live ! We can’t 
boycott yet — we haven’t the power. But we can 
denounce — we can set people on — we can hold a 
man up — we can make his life a burden to him. 

And that ’s what we ’re going to do — with Sir Wilfrid 
Lang. He ’s one of this brutal Cabinet that keeps 
women in prison and tortures them there ; one of the 
strongest of them. His speeches have turned votes 
against us in the House of Commons, time after time. 

We mean to be even with Sir Wdlfrid Lang ! ’ 

She spoke quite quietly— almost under her breath ; 
but her slender fingers interlocked, and a steady glow 
had overflowed her pale cheeks. . 

"A tr^m'or passed '.through all her listeners— a . ' 

tremor- of excitement.' ■ ■ ~ , o ■- , , , 

' ' ‘ What caU'We do?[[ said Miss Toogood'kt last, in- 
a low voice. Her eyes 'Stared but of her kind old face,- - ' ; 
which had 'grown 'whiter, '‘-Ahj leave that to us I’ ’ 
said Miss Maryell, in andthbr‘''voice, the dry organising 
voice,- -which was her usual one. And dropping all , . ^ ’o: 

•emotion and excitement,' she' began rapidly to question' ■ , , •- 

three out of the fow women .as. to the neighbourhood, ' • 
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the opinions of individuals and classes, the strength in it 
of the old Safeage. societies, the presence or absence of 
propaganda. They answered her eagerly. They aU 
felt themselves keyed to a higher, note since she had 
entered the room. They had got to business ; they 
felt themselves a power, the rank and file of an ‘ army 
with banners,’ under direction. Even Delia, clearly, 
was in the same relation towards this woman whom 
the outer world only knew as her— presumably— paid 
companion. She was questioned, put right, instructed 
with the rest of them. Only no one noticed that Marion 
Andrews took little or no part in the conversation. 

An iiutiimn wind raged outside, and the first of 
those dead regiments of leaves which would soon 
be choking the lanes were pattering against the 
windows. Inside, the fire leapt as the daylight faded, 
helped by a couple of lamps, for Maumsey knew no 
electricity, and Delia, under Gertrude’s prompting, 
had declared against the expense of putting it in. 
In the dim illumineition the faces of the six women 
emerged, typical aU of them of the forces behind 
the revolutionary wing of the woman’s movement. 
Enthusiasms' of youth ' and age — ^hardships of body 
and spirjtr— rancour and generous hope — sore heart 
and untrained mind — fanatical brain and dreaming 
i^orance— love unsatisfied, and energies, unused— 
they were all there, and all hanging upon, conditioned 
by, something called ‘ the vote,’ conceived as the only 
means to a new heaven and a new earth. 

; ,'"l^en Delia had .herself -dismissed fier gqestsdnto 
the darkness of the , October evening, she returned 
thoughtfully to where 6ert;rude Marvell was standing 
by the drawing-room jSre,, reading a letter. 
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‘ You gave them all something to do except that Miss 
Andrews, Gertrude ? I wonder why you left her out ? ’ 

‘ Oh, I had a talk with her before.’ 

The tone was -absent, and the speaker went on 
reading her letter. 

‘ When you took her into the back drawing-room 2 ‘ 

The slightest possible flicker passed through 
Gertrude’s drooped eyelids. 

' She was telling me a lot about her home-life — 
poor oppressed thing ! ’ 

Delia asked no more. But she felt a vague 
discomfort. 

Presently Gertrude put down her letter, and turned 
towards her. 

‘ May I have that cheque, dear — before post-time ? 
If you really meant it ? ’ 

‘ Certainly.’ Delia went to her writing-table, 
opened a draw'er and took out her cheque-book. 

A laugh — conscious and unsteady — accompanied 
the dipping of her pen into the ink. 

‘ I wonder -what he ’ll say ? ’ 

‘ Who ? ’ 

‘ Mr. Winnington — ^when I send him all the bills 
to be paid.’ 

‘ Isn’t he there to pay the bills ? ’ 

Delia’s face shewed a little impatience. 

Youi’re so busy, dear, that I am afraid you forget 
all! tell you about my own affairs. But 1 did teU 
you that .my guardian had trustingly paid eight 
hundred, pounds , into the bank to last me till the New 
Year, for hodse and other expenses — without asking 
me to promise anything either T’ 

‘ Well now, you are going to let us have five 
hundred pounds. Is there any difficulty ? * 
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‘ None— except that the ordinary bills I; don't pay, 
and can’t pay, will now all go in to my guardian, 
who will of course be curious to know' what I have done 
with the money. Naturally there ’ll be a row.’ . 

‘ Ob, a row ! ’ said Gertrude Marvell, indifferently. 
‘ It ’s your own money, Delia. Spend it as you like ! 

‘ I intend to,’ said Delia. ‘ StiU— I do rather wish 
I 'd given him notice. He may think it a mean trick.' 

‘ I)o you care what he thinks? ’ . 

* Not— much,’ said Delia .slowly. ‘ All the same, 
Gertrude ’—she threw her head back— he is an 
awfully good sort.’ ; 

Gertrude shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ I dare say. But you and I are at war with him 
and his like, and can’t stop to consider that kind of 
thing. Also your father arranged that he should be 
well paid for his trouble.’ 

Delia turned back to the writing-table, and wrote 
the. cheque. 

‘ I’hank you, dearest,’ said Gertrude Marvell, 
giving a light kiss to the hand that offered the cheque. 
‘ it shall go to headquarters tins evening— and you ’ll 
have the satisfaction of knowing that you’ve 
financed all the three by-election campaigns that are 
coining— or nearly.’ 

Gertrude had gone away to her own sittiog-room 
and Delia was left alone. She hung over the, fire, 
in an excited reverie, her pulses rushing ; and presently 
she took a letter from the handbag on her wrist, and 
read it^ for the .sewnd' time' by the light of the blaze 
she had kindled in the grate. 

‘ I will be at the Crown Inn at least half an 
hour before the meeting. We have got a capital 
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waggon for yon to "speak fronij and chosen the place 
where it is to stand, ’ , I am afraid we may have some 
rough customers to 'deal with. But the police have 
been strongly warned— that I have found out— 
though I don’t know by wiiom — and there wdll be 
plenty of them. My one regret is tha..t I cannot be in 
the crowd, so as both to see and hear you. I niust 
of course stick to the waggon. What a day for us 
all down here ! — for our little clown-trodden band ! 
You come to us as our Joan of Arc, leading us on a 
hoty war. You shame us into action, and to fight with 
you is itself victory. When I think of how^ you looked 
and how jmii talked the other night ! Do you know" 
that you have a face to launch a thousand ships ? 
No, I am convinced you never think of it — ^you never 
take your own beauty into consideration. And you 
won’t imagine that I ani talking in this way from 
any of the usual motives. Your personal charm, if I 
may say so, is merely an item in our balance sheet ; 
your money — I understand you have money — is 
another. You bring your beauty and your money 
in your hand, and throw them into the great conflagra- 
tion of the Cause — just as the women did in Savona- 
rola’s- day. ■ You fling them a-way— if need be~for . 
an -idea. And because of it, all the lovers' of ideas 
,and all the dreamers.; of great dreams will be your' 
slaves, and servants. Understand !—yoti • are: 'going 
to be' loved; and 'followed,. , as. iho ordinary' woman,'' 
even' with your beauty,- is '-'ever, loved and followed. 
Your footsteps may 'be;, on ;the' /rocks arid flinter— 

I promise you, no -easyi nor-., royal road.' There may ' 
be-blood on the 'pathf; 'But a cloud of witnesses will, 
be ' all about you— some, ‘hving and some dead ; you 
will be carried in the* hearte of innumerable men and ^ 
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women — women above kll ; and if yon stand firm, 
if your Sou! rises ^ to- the height of your call, you will 
he worshipped, as the saints were worshipped. 

‘ Only let nothing bar your path. Winnington 
is a good fellow, but a thickheaded Philistine all the 
same. You spoke to me about him with oompuac- 
tioa. Have no compunctions. Go straight forward. 
Women have got to shew themselves ruthless, and 
hard, and cunning, like men — if they are to fight men. 

‘ Y'ours faithfully, . 

‘ Paul Lathbop.’ 

Delia’s thoughts daiueed and flamed, like the pile 
of blazing wood before her. What a singular being 
w'as this Paul Lathrop ! Pie had paid them four' or 
five visits already ; and they had taken tea with 
him once in his queer hermitage under the southern 
slope of the Monlr Lawrence hill — a one-storey thatched 
cottage, mostly built by Lathrop himself with the 
help of two labourers, standing amid a network of 
ponds, stocked' with trout in all stages. Inside, the 
roughly plastered walls, were lined with books— chiefly 
modern poets, with French and Eussian novels, and 
with, u'nframed sketches by some of the ultra-clever 
fellows, who often, it seemed, would come down to 
spend Sunday with Lathrop, and talk and smoke till 
da-stn put out the lights. : 

She found him interesting— certainly interesting. 
His outbr man— heavy' mouth and lantern 'cheeks — 
dreamy bide eyeSi:,. and fair ' hair— together ,with the 
' dupsy ' power in ha form -and, gait, were not without 
a ' certain; curious • attraction. And ' hiS’ story-rf-as, 
Gertrude Marvell told; it — could be forgiven by the 
romantic. All the same, his letter had offended Delia 



DELIA BLANCHELOWEB 151 

greatly* ' She had .given Mm' no encoiiragenient to 
write in such a’ .tone— so, fervid, so eiiiotioml, so 
' intiiiiiite ; and she would shew him — plainly— that it 
offended lien 

Nevertheless the phrases of the letter ran in her 
mind ; until her discomfort and resentment were lost 
in something else. 

She oonld not quiet her conscience about that 
cheque ! Not indeed as to giving it to the ‘ Daughters. ’ 
She would have given eveiytWg she possessed to 
them, keeping the merest pittance for herself, if fate 
and domestic tyranny had allowed. No ! — but it hurt 
her — unreasonably, foolishly hurt her — that she must 
prepaid herself again to face the look of troubled 
amazement in Mark Winnington’s eyes, without being 
able to' justify herself to herself, so convincingly as 
she would have liked to do. 

‘ I ain simply giving my own money to a cause 
I adore ! ' said one voice in the mind. 

* It is not legally yours — ^it is legally liis/ said 
another. ' You should have warned him. You have 
got hold of it under false pretences.' 

^ Quibbles ! It is mine — equitably,’ replied the 
first. * He and I are at war. And I lime warned 
hm/ ■ ' . _ ■ , , ^ ; 

' 'At war ? Her tiresome' conscience kicked 'again.. 
Why, not a day' had passed since her ' settlement^ at 
Maumsey, without .some .proof, small or' great, of 
Winmngton'S’yconsideratioB' and care for her. She 
knew— guiltily' knew— that he' was overwhelmed ''by 
,the business ol, the .executorship and .the estate, and 
had 'been forced to'put"aside;Some of 'his own 'favourite 
occupations to attend to it. . : 

• « Well !— my father -'made it worth his while .! 
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Bat her cheek : reddened, with a kind of shame, 
as the thought passed through her mind. Even in this 
short time and because of the daily contact which 
their business relations required, she was beginning 
to know Winnington, to realise something of his life 
and character. And as for the love borne him in the 
neighbourhood— it was really preposterous — bad for 
any toa ti ! Delia pitied herself, not only because she 
was Winnington’s ward against her will, but because 
of the silent force of public opinion that upheld him, 
and must necessarily condemn her. 

So he had once been engaged ? Lady Tonbridge 
had told her so. To a gentle, saintly person, of 
course ! — person to suit him. Delia could not help a 
movement of half-petulant curiosity — and then an in- 
voluntary thrill. Many women since had been in love 
with him. Lady Tonbridge had said as much. And 
he — with no one ! But he had a great many women 
Mends ? No doubt ! — ^with that manner, and that 
charm. Delia resented the women Mends. She would 
have been quite ready indeed to enrol herself among 
them— to worship with the rest — ^from afar ; were it 
not for ideas, and principles, and honesty of soul ! 
As it was, she , despised, the worship of which she was 
told, as something blind and overdone. It was not 
the greatest men — ^not the best men— who were so 
easily and universally beloved. 

Wbat did he really think of her Did he ever 
guess, that,, there, was soinetHng, else , in her. than this 
obstinacy,', this , troublesomeness with which she was 
forced to meet .hitu ? ; She was sorry for herself, 
much more than for him ; because she must so 
and mislead a man yrho ought to understand her. 

Looking up she, saw a dim reflection of her own 
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beauty in the glass above the mantelpiece. * No, 
I am not either a minx, or a wild-oat ! ’—she thought, 
as though she were angrily arguing with someone. 
‘ I could be as, attractive, as. “feminine,” as silly as 
anyone else, if I chose ! I could have lovers — of 
course — -just like other girls — if it weren’t ’ 

For what ? At that moment she hardly knew. 
And why were her eyes filling vdth tears ? She dashed 
them indignantly away. 

But for the first time, this cause, this public cause 
to which she was pledged presented itself to her as 
a sacrifice to be offered, a noble burden to be borne, 
rather than as something which expressed the natural 
and spontaneous impulse of her life. 

Which meant that, already, since her recapture by 
this English world, since what was hearsay had begun 
to be experience, the values of things had slightly 
and imperceptibly changed. 

The days ran on. One evening, just before the first 
of the ‘ Daughters’ ’ meetings, which was to be held at 
Latchford, Winnington appeared in Lady Tonbridge’s 
drawing-room to ask for a cup of tea on his way to a 
public dinner in Wanchester. 

He seemed pre-occupied and worried ; and she fed 
him before questioning biml But at last she said — 

‘You couldn’t prevail on her to give up any of 
these performances ; , 

* Miss Delia ;,Not one. ; But it’s, only the Latchford 
one that, matters. , , Have 'you, been talking to her ? ’ 

. He looked at her a little plaintively, as though 
h.$ could have reminded her that she had promised him 
a friend’s assistance., ' 

‘Of course ! But Imight as well talk to this table. 
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She won’t really make friends — ^nor will Miss Marvell 
allow her. It’s the same, I find, with everyone else. 
However, I ’m bound to say the neighbourhood is 
just now in the mood that it doesn’t much want to 
make friends ! ’ 

‘ I know,’ said Wirmington, with a sigh — ^relapsing 
into silence. 

‘ Is she taking an interest in the property— the 
cottages ? ’ 

He shook his head, 

‘ I ’m sure she meant to. But it seems to be all 
dropped.* 

‘ Provoking ! ’ said Madeleine, drily, ‘ considering 
how you ’ve been slaving to please her ! ’ 

Winnington interrupted — not without annoyance. 

‘ How can she think of anything else when she ’s 
once deep in this campaign ? One must blame the 
people who led her into it.’ 

‘ Oh ! I don’t know ! ’ said Lady Tonbridge, 
protesting. ‘ She ’s a very clever young woman, with 
a strong will of her own.’ 

‘ Captured just at the impressionable moment ! ’ 
cried Winnington — ‘when a girl will do anything — 
believe -anything — for the person she loves ! ’ 

‘ Well, the prescription should be easy — ^at her age. 
Change the person ! But then conies the q^i^stion : 
Is sfe loveable ? Speak the truth, Mr, -Guardian ! ’ 

- Winnington’ began a rather eager assent. Watch 
her with the, ' servants, the gardeners, thd animals ! ■ 
Then you perceived what should be the girl’g natural 
charm- and;- ,sw0etnes3-r- - ' . ; 

* H’m. -Does she show any of it to you ? ’ 

Winnington laughed. 

‘ You forget — am always there as . the obstacle 
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in the path. But if it "weren’t for the sinister influence 
—in the background— r—’ . , , , 

And again he went off at score ; describiag various 
small incidents that had touched or pleased him, as 
throwing light upon what he vowed was the real Delia. 

Madeleine listened, watching him attentively the 
while. When he took his leave and she was alone, 
she sat thinking for some time, and then going to a 
cupboard in her writing-table, which held her diaries 
of past years, she rummaged till she found one bearing 
a date fifteen years old. She turned up the entry 
for the sixteenth of May ; 

‘ She died last night. This morning, at early 
service, Mark was there. We walked home together. 
I doubt whether he will ever marry — now. He is not 
one of those men who are hurried by the mere emotion 
and unbearableness of grief into a fresh emotion of 
love. But what a lover — ^what a husband lost ! ’ 

She closed the book, and stood with it in her 
hand — ^pondering. 

As he left her house and turned towards the station, 
Winnington passed a lady to whom he, bowed, recog- 
nising her as Miss Andrews. 

‘Hope you’ve got an umbrella!’ he said to her 
cheerily, as he passed. ‘ The rain ’s coming ! ’ 

She smiled, pleased .like all the world to be addressed 
with that Winningtonian manner which somehow 
implied that the person addressed was, for the moment 
at any rate, his chiefest concern. Immediately after 
meeting him she turned from the vilage streetj and 
began to mount a lane leading to the slope on which 
Honk Lawrence stobd. . Her expression as she walked 
along, sometimes with niovihg lips, had grown animated 
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and sarcastic. Here were two men, a dead father and 
a live guardian, trying to coerce one simple girl— and 
appai’ently not making much of a job of it. She 
gloried in what she had been told or perceived of Delia 
Blanchliower’s wilfulness, which seemed to her mother 
and her brother the Captain so monstrous. Only — 
could one entirely trust anybody like Delia Blaneh- 
fiower — ^so prosperous — ^and so good-looking ? 

Miss Andrews mounted the hill, passed through a 
wood that ran along its crest, and took a footpath, lead- 
ing past the edge of a railway cutting, from which the 
wonderful old house could be plainly seen. She paused 
several times to look at it, ■wrapped in a kind of day- 
dream, which gave a growing sombreness to her harsh 
and melancholy features. Beyond the footpath a swing 
gate opened into a private path leading to the house. 

She opened the gate, and walked a little way up the 
path, in the fast gathering darkness. But she was 
suddenly arrested by the appearance of a figure in the 
far distance, black against the pale greys of the house. 
It was a policeman on his beat — she caught one of the 
' gleams of a lantern. 

Instantly she turned back, groped her way again 
through the wood, and into a side road leading to her 
brother’s house. , 

She found her mother lying on the sofa in the 
drawing-room, the remains of a rather luxurious tea 
beside her — her outdoor clothes lying untidily about 
the: room. ' ' 

‘ Where, have you been ? ’ said Mrs. Andrews fret^ 
My. ‘inhere, were Beyeral. letters.! wanted written 
before post.’ 

‘I wanted a' little. air. That linen business took 
me all the morning.’ , 
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For it was the rule, in the Andrews’ household that 
the house linen should be gone through every six 
months with a view to repairs and renewals. , It was 
a tedious business. Mrs. Andrews’ nerves did not 
nllowher to undertake it. It fell, therefore, and had 
always fallen to the only daughter, who was not made 
for housewifery tasks, and detested the Imlf-yeariy 
linen day accordingly. 

Her tone displeased her mother. 

‘ There you are — grumbling again, Marion ! What 
else have you to do, I should like to know, than your 
hoipe duties ? ’ 

Marion made no reply. What -was the use of reply- 
ing ? But her black eyes, as she helped herself wearily 
to some very cold tea, took note of her mother’s attitude. 
It was only the week before that Dr. France had 
expressed himself rather pointedly to the effect that 
more exercise and some fresh interests in life ‘ would 
be good for Mrs. Andrews.’ 

Mrs. Andrews returned to the ladies’ paper she 
was reading. The fashion plates for the week were 
unusually attractive. Marion observed her unseen. 
Suddenly the daughter said — 

‘ I must ask you for that five pounds, mother. 
Bill promised it me. My underclothing is literally 
in rags. I ’ve done my best, and it ’s past mending. 
And I must have another decent dress.’ , ■ , , 

‘ There you are,— -clamouring for money again 
said her mother, bouncing up on the sofa^* when you 
know, how hard-pressed' 'BiH,. is. , He ’s ■ got another 
instalment to pay for the motor )the end of this week.’ , 

‘ Yes — ^the motor you made him get ! ’r— said Marion, 
as though the words hurst from her. , ’ . 

‘ And why shouldn’t he, pray 1 The money ’s his— 
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and mine. It was' higb time m got rid of that, rattle- 
trap. It jolted me to pieces.’ 

* You said a little -vi^hile ago it would do very well 
for another year. Anyway, Bill promised me some- 
thing for clothes this month — and he also said that 
he ’d pay my School of Art fees, at Wanchester, and give 
me a third season ticket. Is that all done with too ? ’ 
The girl sat erect, her face with its sparkling eyes 
expressing mingled humiliation and bitterness. , 

‘Oh well, really I can ’t stand these constant: 
disputes ! ’ said Mrs. Andrews, rising angrily from the 
sofa. ‘ You ’d better go to your brother. If he likes 
to waste his money, he can, of course. But I ’ve got 
none to spare.’ She paused at the door — ‘ As for 
your underclothing, I dare say I could find you some- 
thing of mine you could make do for a bit. Now do 
be sensible ! — ^and don’t make a scene with Bill ! ’ 

She closed the door. Marion walked to the side 
window of the drawing-room, and stood looking at 
the wooded slope of the hill, with Monk Lawrence in 
the distance. 

Her heart burned within her. She was thirty-four. 
She had never had any money of her own — she had 
never been allowed any education that would fit 
her to earn. She was absolutely dependent on her 
mother and brother. Bill was kind enough, though 
careless, and often , selfish. But her mother rubbed ■ 
her dependence into her at every turn—' And yet I 
earn my clothes and my keep— every penny of them ! ’ , 
.she thought fiercely. , ^ 

,A ydar before .this, -date she, had, been staying. in 
London with a' cousin who , sometimes took pity on 
her and gave her a change of scene. 'They had gone' 
together for curiosity’s Sake to a ‘militant’ meeting 
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in London. A lady, slight in- figure, with dark eyes 
and hair, had spoken on the. ‘ economic independence 
of women ’ — as the only path to the woman’s goal of 
‘ equal rights ’ with men. She had spoken with passion, 
and Marion’s sore heart had. leapt to answer her. 

That lady was Gertrude Marvell. Marion had 
written to her, and there had been a brief acquaintance, 
enough to kindle the long-repressed will and passion 
of the gill’s stormy natui-e. She had returned home, 
to read, in secret, everything that she could find on 
the militant movement. The sheer violence of it 
appealed to her like water to the thirsty. War, war ! 
— on a rotten state of society, and the economic slavery 
of women ! 

And now' her first awakener, her appointed leader, 
her idol, had appeared in this dead country-side, with 
orders to give, and tasks to impose. And she should 
be obeyed — to the letter ! 

The girl’s heavy eyes kindled to a mad intensity, 
as she stood looking at the hill-side, now almost dark, 
except for that distant light which she knew as the 
electric lamp still lit at sunset, even in Sir Wilfrid’s 
absence, over the stately doorway of Monk La-vvrenee. 

But she was not going to theLatohford meeting. 
‘ Don’t give yourself away. Don’t be seen with the 
others. Keep out of notice. There are more important 
things for you, to, do— presently. ; Wait ! ’ : ' . . 

The wfords echoed in her ears,. She waited ; 
exulting in the thought that no" one, , not even Miss 
Blanchflower, knew as much as she ; and that neither 
her mother npr her brother had y&t any idea of her 
connection with -the ‘ Daughters.’ Her ‘ silly Suffrage 
opinions ’ were laughed at by them both — good- 
hpmpuredly by Bill. Of the rest,, they knew nothing. 


CHAPTEE IX 


‘ Make ! you Ve done the day’s work of two people 
already r. cried Mrs. Matheson in a tone of distress. 
:* You don’t mean to say you ’re going in to Latchford 
again ?— and without waiting for some food ? ’ 

She stood under the porch of Bridge End, remon- 
strating with her brother. 

‘ Can’t be helped, dear ! ’ said Winnington, as 
he filled his pipe — ‘ I ’m certain there ’ll be a row- 
to-night, and I must catch this train ! ’ . 

‘ What, that horrid meeting ! Delia Blanohllower 
lets you slave and slave for her, and never takes 
the smallest notice of your wishes or your advice ! 
She ought to be ashamed ! ’ 

The sister’s mild tone trembled with indignation. 

‘ She isn’t ! ’ laughed Winnington. ‘ I never knew 
anyone less so. But we can't have her ill treated. 
Expect me back when you' see me ! ’ 

, And kissing his hand to his sister, he went out 
into a dark and blustering evening. Something 
had just gone wrong with .the little 'motor car he 
generally drove himself, and there was nothing for it 
but to- -walk '.'the, mile",, and a, half to, the railway ' 
station.,' ■ ' ■ 

He had spent the whole day in County Council 
business at Wanchester, was tired out, and had now 
, ' ■: ‘--.leo 
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been obliged to leave home again without, waiting 
even for a belated cap of tea. But there was no 
help , for it. He had only just time to catch the 
Latchford train. 

As he almost ran to the station he was not con- 
scious however of any of these small diseomfoiis ; his 
mind was full of Delia. He did not encomage anyone 
but Madeleine Tonbridge to talk to him about his 
ward ; but he was already quite aware, before his old 
friend laid stress on it, of the hostile feeling towards 
Delia and her chaperon that w'as beginning to show 
itself in the neighbourhood. He knew that she was 
already pronounced heartless, odious, unprincipled, 
consumed with a love of notoriety, and ready for 
any violence, at the bidding of a woman who was 
probably responsible at that very moment— -as a 
prominent organiser in the employ of the society con- 
triving them — ^for some of the worst of the militant 
outrages. His condemnation of Delia’s actions was 
sharp and unhesitating ; his opinion of Miss kfarvell 
not a whit milder than that of his neighbours. Yet 
he had begun, as we have seen, to discover in himself 
a yrillingness, indeed an eagerness, to excuse and pity 
the girl, which was wholly keking in the case of the 
older woman. Under the influence, indeed, of his 
own responsive temperament, Winnington was, rapidly 
drifting into a state of feeling where Ms perception 
of Delia’s folly and unrea.soh was almost immediately 
checked by some enchanting memory of her beauty, 
or, of those rare moments in their brief acquaintance 
when the horrid shadow of the Movement had 
been , temporarily lifted,'-' and he had seen her, as 
in his indulgent belief she' truly was — or was meant 
to he. She flouted and crossed him perpetually; 

■ M ' ' 
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and he was beginning tc)- discover that he, only thought 
of her the .more, and that the few occasions when he 
had been able to .force a smile out of her — a sudden 
softness , in her black eyes, gone in a moment !— 
were constantly pleading for her in his mind. All 
part no doubt of his native and extreme susceptibility 
to the female race — ^the female race in general. For 
he could see himself, and laugh at himself, ah extra, 
better , than most men. 

, At the station he came across Captain Andrews, 
and soon discovered from that artless warrior, that 
he, ako was bound for LatcMord, with a view to 
watching over Delia Blanchflower. 

‘ Can’t have a lot of hooligans attackmg a good- 
looking girl like that — -whatever nonsense she talks ! ’ 
muiiuui'ed the Captain, twisting his sandy moustache ; 

‘ so I thought I ’d better come along and see fair 
play. Of course I knew you ’d be there.’ 

The train was cro-wded. Winnington, separated 
from th<3 Captain, plunged into a dhnly lighted thii'd 
class, and found himself treading on the toes of an 
acquaintance. He saluted an elderly lady weaiing 
a bonnet and mantle of primeval cut, and a dress 
, so, ample in the skirt that it still suggested the 
days of crinoline. She -was abnormally tall, and 
awk-wardiy built ; she wore cotton gloves, ■ and her 
boots were those of a peasant. , She, carried a large 
bag or reticule, and her lap was piled with brown 
parcels. Her, large, thin face was. crowned, by a few . 
straggling locks, of what had once been auburn hair, 
now nearly grey, the pale spectacled eyes Were deeply 
wrinlded, . and .;t'he,;-', n:o» mouth slightly but 

indispiitabiy '.crobfod. ' ' , , . ' 

‘My dear Miss Dempsey! — ^-what an age, since we 


DILIA BLANCHPLOWBR , . 163 

met ! Where are you off to ? Give me some of those 
parcels ! ’ 

And Winnington, seizing what he could lay hands 
on, transferred them to , his . own knees, and gave a 
cordial grip to the right-hand cotton glove. 

Miss Dempsey replied that she had been in Brovm- 
mouth for the day, and was going home. After which 
die smiled and said abruptly, bending across her still 
laden knees and his — so as to speak unheard by thek 
neighbours — 

‘ Of course I know' where you ’re going to ! ’ 

‘ Do you ? ’ 

The queer head nodded. 

‘ Why can’t you keep her in order ? ’ 

‘ Her ? Who ? ’ 

‘ Your ward. Why don’t you stop it ? ’ 

‘ Stop these meetings ? My ward is of age, please 
remember, and quite aware of it.’ 

Miss Dempsey sighed. ‘ 

‘ Naughty young woman ! ’ she said, yet with the 
gentlest of accents. ‘ For us of the elder generation 
to see oiu’ work all undone by these maniacs ! They 
have dashed the cup from our very lips.’ 

‘ Ah ! I forgot you were a Suffragist,’ said 
Winnington, smiling at her. , 

‘ Suffragist ? ’ she held up her head indignantly— 
‘ I should, rather think I am. , My parents were friends 
of Mill, and I heard him speak for Woman Suffrage 
when I was quite a child. And now, after the years 
we ’ve toiled and moiled, to see these mad women 
wrecking the whole, thihg-l ’.-- . , . 

Wirmihgtoh asSeated gravely. ■ 

‘1 don’t wonder you feel it so. But you still want 
it — the vote— as much as ever ? ’ 
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‘ Yes I ’ she saidj at-fet with energy ; and then on 
a more wavering note-+‘' Yes,— l)at I. admit a great 
many things have .been done without it that I thought 
couldn’t liave been - done. And these wild ^vomen 
give one to think. But you? Are you against us ? — 
or has Miss Delia converted you ? ’ 

He smiled again, but without answering her 
question. Instead, he asked her in a guarded 
voice— ^ ■ 

' , ' ‘ You are as busy as ever ? ’ . . . - . 

‘ Iain there always — ^just as usual. I don’t have 
much success. It doesn’t matter.’ 

She drew back from him, looking quietly out of 
window at the autumn fields. Over her wrinkled 
face, with its crooked features, there dawned a look of 
strange intensity, mingled very faintly with something 
exquisite — ray from a spiritual w'orld. 

Winnington looked at her with reverence. He 
knew dll aWt her ; so did many of the dwellers in 
the Maumsey neighbourhood. She had lived for half 
a century in the same little house in one of the back- 
streets of Latchford, a town of some ten thousand 
inhabitants. Through all that time her life had been 
, given to what is called ‘ rescue work ’—though she 
herself rarely called it by that name. She loved those 
whom no one else would love — ^tho meanest and feeblest 
of the outcast race. Every night her door stood on the 
latch, and as the years passed, thousands knew it, 
Scarcely, a week went by, that, some hand did not lift 
that latch, and some girl in her first trouble, or some 
. stre«fc-walke3i, dying of her trade, did not step into the 
.fciny hall where the lamp burnt aU night, and wait for 
the sound of the descending footsteps on the stairs, 
which meant shelter and pity, warmth and food. She 
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was constant^ deceived, sometimes robbed ; for siicli 
tilings slie had no memory.'' She only remembered 
the tilings which cannot be told — the trembling voices 
of hope or returning Joy— the tenderness in djring eyes, 
tlie clinging of weak hands, the kindness of ' her poor 
children.^ She had \witten— without her name — 
book describing the condition of a great seaport, town 
where she had once lived. The facts recorded.- in . it 
had inspired a great reforming Act. No one knew 
anything of her part in it — so far as the public was' 
concerned. Many persons indeed came to consult her ; 
she gave all her knowledge to those who wanted it ; ’she 
taught, and, she counselled, alw^ays as one wiio felt 
herself the mere humble mouthpiece of things divine and 
compelling ; and those who w’ent away enriched did 
indeed forget her in her message, as she meant them 
to do. ' But in her own as she passed along the 
streets, in her queer garb, blinking and absently smiling 
as though at her owm thoughts, she was greeted often 
with a peculiar reverence, a homage of which her short 
sight told her little or nothing. 

Winnington especially had applied to her in more 
than one difficulty connected with his public work. It 
was to her he had gone at once when the Blanchflower 
agent had come to him in dismay reporting the decision 
of Miss' Blanchflower with regard to the half-witted 
girl whose third iilegitimate child by a quite uncertain 
father had finally provedVher need of, protection bot|i 
from- ■ men’s . vileness ; and ■ her own helplessness. Miss, ' 
Dempsey ^ had, taken the.^l first into'-iier own house, 
,and' then,, persuading. and comforting the qH,. father, ‘ 
had placed her in one of the Homes' where such victims 
are sheltered.- ' ' '■ ' . ' ' ' 

_ ■ Winnington briefly-, enquired' after the girl Miss . 
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Dempsey aa Ibriefly replied. ' Then she added— as 
other travellers got; out and they were left to them- 
selves — , . ' 

‘ So Miss Blanchflower wanted to keep her in the 
village ? ’ . 

Winnington nodded, adding— 

‘ She of course had no idea of the real facts.’ 

' ‘ No. Wiry should she ? — Why should she ! ’’ — 
the old Kps repeated with passion. ‘ Let her keep 
her youth while she can ! It ’s so strange to me— 
how they will throw away their youth! Some of 
us must know. The black ox has trodden on us. A 
woman of thirty must look at it all. But a girl of 
twenty ! Doesn’t she see that she helps the ■world 
more by not kno'wing ? — ^that her mere unconsciousness 
is our gain — our refreshment ? ’ 

The face of the man sitting opposite her reflected 
her o^wn feeling. 

‘ You and I always agree,’ he said warmly. ' ‘ I 
■ft’ish you ’d make friends •with her.’ 

‘ Who ? Miss Blanchdower ? What could she 
make out of an old stager like me ! ’ Miss Dempsey’s 
face broke into amusement at the notion. ‘ And I 
don’t know that I could keep my temper with a 
militant. W%U, now you ’re going to hear her speak — 
and here we are.’ ' 

fit 

Winiiington and Captain^ndrews left the station 
together. Latchford owned a rather lamous market, 
and market-day brought always a throng of, country 
folk into the Kttle to'wn. A multitude of booths 
under flaring gas jets— for darkness had just faKen— 
he|d one side of the square, and the other was 
given up to the hurdles which penned the sheep and 
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cattle, and to their att^dant groups of farmers and 
drovers. . , , 

The market-place was full of people, but the crowd 
which filled it was not an ordinary market-day 
crowd. The cattle and sheep indeed had long since 
gone off with their new owners or departed homeward 
unsold. The booths were most of them 'either taken 
down or were in process of being dismantled, Bor 
the evening was falling fast ; it was spitting with 
rain ; and business was over. But the shop windows 
in the market-place were still brilliantly lit, and from 
’tie;' Crown Inn, all tenanted by 
speetatorsi light streamed out on the crowd below. 
The chief illumination came however from what 
seemed to be a large shallow waggon drawn up not 
far from the Crown. Three people stood in it ; a 
:iha&^hO; jwas'-^'hpeaking-— and^ ^two^^^ 
either side, a couple of motor lamps of great brilliance 
concentrated upon them threw their faces and figures 
into harsh relief. 

The crowd was steadily pressing towards the 
waggon, and it was evident at once to Winnington 
and his companion that it was not a Mendiy 
crowd. 

‘ Looks rather ugly, to me ! ’ said Andrews in 
Winnington’s ear. ‘They’ve got hold of that thing 
which happened at 'W’anchester yesterday, of the 
iburning of that house where the caretaker and bis 
children only just escaped.’ 

A rush of lads and young men passed them as he 
spoke — shouting—, ' 

‘ PuU ’em, down— •turn: ’em out 1 ’ 

Andrews arid Winnington pursued, but were soon 
forced back by a retreating movement of those in 
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front. Winnington’s: height enabled him to see over 
the heads of the‘ crowd. 

* The police are keeping a ring/ he reported to 
his companion— they seem to have got it in hand ! 
Ah ! now they ’ve seen me — they ’ll let us through.’ 

Meanwhile the shouts and booing of the hostile 
portion of the audience— just augmented by a number 
of rough-looking men from the neighbouring brick- 
fields —prevented most of the remarks delivered by the 
male speaker on the cart from reaching the audience. 

Cow'ards ! ’ said an excited woman’s voiOe — 
’ that ’s all they can do! — ^howl like wild beasts— 
that ’s all they ’re fit for ! ’ 

Winnington turned to see a tail girl, carrying an 
armful of new'spapers. She bad flaming red hair, 
and she wore a black and orange scarf, with a cap of 
the same colom’s. ‘ Poster’s daughter ! ’ he thought, 
wondering. ‘ What happens to them ail ? ’ Por 
ha had known Kitty Poster from her school days, 
and had never thought of her except as a silly simper- 
ing flirt/ bent on the pursuit of man. And now he 
beheld a Msenadj a Fury. 

Suddenly another woman’s voice out across the 
.others — ' , , . , 

‘ Aren’t j’-ou ashamed of those colours ! Go home 
—and take them off. Go home and behave like a 
decent creature ! ’ / ' 

Heads were turned— to see a middle-aged woman, 
of quiet dress and commanding aspect, sternly pointing 
to the astonished Kitty Poster. ‘Do you see, that’ 
girl?’— the woman continued, addressing her neigh- 
bours,— ‘she !s got the “ Daughters’ ” colours on. Do 
you know what the Daughters have been doing in 
town? You’ve seen about the destroying of letters 
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in London. Well, I ’ll .tell you what that means. 
I had a little servant I was very fond oi She, left 
me to go and live ne^r her sister in town. The sister 
died, and she got consumption. She went into lodgings, 
and there was no one to help her. She wrote to me, 
asking me to come to her. Her letter was destroyed 
in one of the pillar-boxes raided— by those women ! — ^ — ’ 
She pointed. * Then she broke her heart because 
she thought I ’d given her up. She daren’t write 
again. And now I ’ve found her out — ^in hospital — 
dying. I ’ve seen her to-day. If it hadn’t ha’ 
been for these demented creatures she might ha’ 
lived for years ! ’ 

The woman paused, her voice breaking a little. 
Kitty Poster tossed her head. 

‘ What are most women in hospital for ? ’ she 
said shriUy. ‘ By the fault of men ! — one way or 
the other. That ’s what we think of.’ 

‘ Yes, I know — ^that ’s one of the shameless things 
you say — to us who have husbands and sons we thank 
God for ! ’ said the elder w'oman, quivering. ‘ Go 
and get a husband ! — ^if you can find one to put up 
with you — and hold your tongue ! ’ She turned her 
back. 

The girl laughed affectedly. 

‘ I can do without one, thank you ! It ’s you happy 
married women that are the chief obstacle in our 
path. Selfish things ! — ^never care for anybody but 
yourselves I ’ - ■ . . ,, ' ' ■ 

‘ Hallo-^Lathrbp ’s down— that ’s Miss Blanch- 
flower! ’ said Andrews,: excitedly. , ‘ Let ’s go on I ’ 

And at the same moment a mounted constable, 
who had been steadily making his way to them, opened 
a way for the two J.P.’s through the crowd, which after 
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the tajnalt of hooting, mingled with a small amount 
of applause,: which had greeted Lathrop’a peroration, 
had relapsed into sudden silence as Delia Blanchflower 
came forward, so that her opening words, in a rich 
clear voice, were audible over a large area of the 
market-place. 

What did she say ? Certainly nothing new ! 
Winnington knew it ail by heart— had read it dozens 
of times in their strident newspaper, which he mow 
perused weekly, simply that he might discover, if 
he could, what projects his ward might be up to. 

The wrongs of women, their wrongs as citizens, 
as wives, as the victims of men, as the ‘ refuse of 
the factory system ’ — Winnington remembered the 
phi'ase m the Tocsin of the week before — the useless- 
ness of constitutional agitation, the need ‘ to shake 
England to make her hear ’ — ^it was all the ‘ common 
form ’ of the Movement ; and yet she was able to infuse 
it with passion, with conviction, with a wild and 
natural eloquence. Her voice stole upon hixn — 
hypnotised him. His political and economic knowledge 
told him that half the things she said were untrue, 
and the rest irrelevant. His moral sense revolted 
against ^ her violence — ^her defence of violence. A 
girl of twenty-one addressing this ugly, indifferent 
crowd, and talking calmly of stone-throwing and 
arson, as though they were occupations as, natural to 
her youth as dancing or love-making [—the whole 
■ thingwas abhoweat-r-pj’eposterous— to a man, of order 
and peacd. And. yet' he had, never ; been more' s'tirred, 
more conscious of the.mad, mixed poetry, of life, than 
he was, as he stood . watching the slender figure on 
the waggon— the, gestures of the upraised arm, and 
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the plaj of the lights, from , the hotel and from the 
side lamps, now on the deep white eollar that lightened 
her serge jacket, and now on the gesticulating hand, 
or the face that even in these disfiguring cross-lights 
could be nothing else than lovely. 

She was speaking too long — a common fault of 
women. 

He looked from her to the faces of the crowd, and 
saw that the spell, eompounded partly of the speaker’s 
good looks and partly of sheer gaping curiosity, 
was breaking. They were getting restless, beginning 
jtp^Eeekle.ahd laugh. - t:/' 

Rstt'hKh.e.heard:!^ say— ;■ t 

‘ Of course we know — ^you think ns fools — silly 
fools ! You say it ’s a poor sort of fighting— and 
what do we hope to get by it? Pin-pricks you call 
it — all that women can do. Well, so it is — we admit 
it. It is a poor sort of fighting — ^we don’t admire it 
any more than you. But it ’s all men have left to 
women. Y'ou have disarmed us — and fooled us — and 
made slaves of us. You won’t allow us the constitu- 
tional weapon of the vote, so we strike as we can, 

and with what weapons we can ’ 

‘ Makiir’ bonfires of innereent people an’ their 
property ain’t polities, Miss ! ’ shouted a voice. 

‘ Hear, Hear ! ’ from the crowd. 

‘ We haven’t killed ; anybody— but oirrselves ! ’ 
The. answer 'fiashedj ... . ■ ■ 

, ‘ Pretty near it 1 Theifl folks at Wanehester only 
just got out— an’ there were two children among ’em,’ 
cried a- man near the waggon. ^ ^ , ■ 

‘ An’ they ’ve just hhen -iip to something new at 
BroWnm'outh-^-’ , ■' . . ' ■ 

All beads turned towards a young man who spoke 
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from the'back. of tlie.' audience. ‘News just come to 
tire' post-office' —he shouted—’ as the new pier was 
burnt oat early this morning. There's a bit o' wanton 
mischief for jmu ! ’ 

A howl of wrath rose from the audience, amid 
which the closing words of Delia’s speech were lost. 
Winnington caught .a glimpse of her face — pale and 
excited — as she retreated from the front of the waggon 
in order to make room for her co-speaker. 

Gertrude Marvell, as Winnington soon saw, was 
far more skilled in street oratory than her pupil. 
By sheer audacity she caught her andieuee at once, 
and very soon, mingling defiance with sarcasm, she' 
had turned the news of the burnt pier into a Suffragist 
p.arable. What was that blaze in the night, lighting 
up earth and sea, but an emblem of women’s revolt 
darning up in the face of dark injustice and oppression ? 
Lot them rage ! The wmmen mocked. All tyramiies 
disliked being disturbed — since the days of Nebu- 
chadnezzar. And thereupon, wdthout any trace of 
excitement, or any fraction of Delia’s eloquence, 
she built up bit by bit, and in face of the growing 
hostility of the crowd, an edifice of selected statements, 
which could not have been more adroit. It did not 
touch or persuade, but it silenced; till at the end 
she said — each word slow and distinct— 

‘ Now— all these things you may do to women, 
and nobody minds — ^nobody troubles at. all !. But if 
m make a bonfire, of a pier,, or an empty house, by 
way of drawing’ attention to your proceedings, then, 
.you see red.. ; Well, here we' are !— do what you. like— • 
torture, imprison us! — ^ybu.are only longing,, I know- 
some of you-^to' pull uk down now and trample on us, 
so that you may show us how much stronger men 
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are Ilian women ! All right but where one woman 
falls, another will spring up. And meanwhile the 
candle we are lighting wnll go on burning till yon give 
us the vote. Nothing simpler— nothing easier, dive 
MS the, vote!—md send your canting Governments, 
Liberal or Tory, packing, till w'e get it. But until 
then — windows and empty houses, and piers and snch- 
like, are nothing — but so many opportmiities of making 
our masters uncomfortable, till they free their slaves ! 
Lucky for you, if the thing is no worse ! ’ 

She paused a moment, and then added with sharp 
and quiet emphasis — 

‘ And why is it specially necessary that we should 
try to stir up this district — ^whether you like our methods 
or wdiether you don’t ? 'Because — ^}mu have living 
here among you one of the worst of the persecutors 
of women ! You have here a man who has backed up 
eveiy cruelty of the Government — who has denied 
us every right, and scoffed at all our constitutional 
demands— -your neighbour and great landlord. Sir 
WilMd Lang ! I caU upon every woman in this district, 
to avenge women on Sir Wilfrid Lang ! We are not 
out indeed to destroy life or limb — ^we leave that to the 
men who are trying to coerce women — ^but we mean 
to sweep men like Sir Wilfrid Lang out of our way I 
Meanwhile we can pay special attention to his meetings 
—we - can harass him at railway stations— we can sit 
on his doorstep — ^we can put the fear of God. into; 
him in a hundred ways— in, short, we can make his 
hfe a tenth part as , disagreeable to . lnm as he can 
make oui-s to us. , ’We can*- if we please, make it a 
hurdm to him and. we intend to do so ! And, don’t 
let men— or women either—waste their breath in 
preaching to lis of “ law and order.” Slaves who have 
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no part in making the law are not bound by the law. 
Enforce it if you can ! But while you refuse to free 
us, we despise both the law and the making of the 
la^. Justice — which is a very different thing from law' 
— Justice is our mistress! — and to her we appeal.’ 

Folding her arms, she looked the crowd in the 
face. They seemed to measure each other; on one 
side, the lines of upturned faces, gaping youths, and 
smoking workmen, farmers and cattlemen, women and 
children ; on the other, defying them, one thin, neatly 
dressed woman, her face, under the lamps, a gleaming 
point in the dark. 

Then a voice rose from a lounging group of men, 

' smoking like ciiimneys — ^pow'eriul fellow's, smeared with 
the clay of the brickfields — 

‘ Who’s a-m.akin’ slaves of you, Ma’am ? There ’s 
most of us workin’ for a woman ! ’ 

A . woman in the middle of the crowd laughed 
shrilly — a queer, tall figure in a battered hat — 

‘ Aye — and a lot yo’ give ’er ov a Saturday night, 
don’t yer ? ’ 

Sir Wilfrid ’s a joUy good feller, Miss,’ shouted 
another man. ‘ Pays ’is men good money, ah’ no 
tricks. If you come meddlin’ with him, in thesO parts, 
you’ll catch it.’ : ’ , ' - 

‘An’ we don’t want no Suffragettes here, thank 
you ! ’ cried a sarcastic woman’s voioe^ ‘ We was 
quite ’appy till you come along, an’ we ’re quite willin’ 
now for to say “ Goodrbye,. an’ God bless yer !” ’ 

The crowd laughed w'ilfUy, and suddenly a lad 
on the outskirts of ; the meeting picked up a cabbage- 
stalk that had fallen from one of the market-stalls, 
and flung it at the,- waggon. The hooHgan element, 
scattered through the market-place, took up the hint 
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at once ; brutal things began to be shouted ; and 
in a moment the air was thick with missiles of 
various sorts, derived from the refuse of the day’s 
market — ^vegetable remains of all kinds, fragments of 
wood and cardboard boxes, scraps of filthy matting, 
and anything else that came handy. 

The audience at first disapproved. There were loud 
cries of ‘ Stow it ! ’ — ‘ Shut up ! ’ — ‘ Let the ladies 
alone ! ’ — and there was little attempt to obstruct 
the police as they moved forward. But then, by 
illrluck, the pow’^erfully built fair-haired man, who 
had been speaking when Wmnington and Andrews 
entered the market-place, rushed to the front of the 
waggon, and in a white heat of fury began to denounce 
both the assailants of the speakers, and the crowd 
in general, as ‘ cowardly louts ’ — on whom argument 
W’as thrown away — who could only be reached ‘ through 
their backs, or their pockets ’ — ^with other compliments 
of the same sort, under which the temper of the 
‘ moderates ’ rapidly gave way. 

‘ What an ass ! What a damned ass ! ’ groaned 
Andrews indignantly. ‘ Look here, Winnington, you 
take care of Miss Blanchflower — I ’ll answer for the 
other ! ;’ 

And amid a general shouting and scuffling, through 
whidh some stones were be^ning to fly, Winnington 
found himself leaping on the, waggon, followed by 
Andrews and a couple of police. , . 

, Delia confronted him— rundaunted, though breath- 
less., ,- ", ' ' , 

' ‘ What; do you' want right !,;’ ■ 

‘ You must come awa^ at once, I can get you 
through, the hotel.’ A . , 

‘ Not at ail ! We must put the Eesolution.’ 
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‘ Come, , Misa !’ — ,said the tall constable behind 
Winnington— no use talking ! There ’s a lot of 
fellows here that mean mischief. You go with this 
gentleman. He ’ll look after you.’ 

‘ Not without my friend ! ’ cried Delia, both hands 
behind her on the edge of the waggon — erect and 
defiant. ‘ Gertrude ! ’ — she raised her voice—' What 
do you wish to do ? ’ 

But amid the din her appeal was not heard. 

Gertrude Marvell however could be clearly seen on 
the other side of the waggon, with PaidLathrop beside 
her, listening to the remonstrances and entreaties 
of Andrews, with a smile as cool as though she were 
in the drawing-room of Maumsey Abbey, and the 
Captain were inviting her to triiie with a cup 
of tea. 

‘ Take her along, Sir ! ’ said the policeman, with 
a nod to Winnington. ‘ It ’s getting ugly.’ And as 
he spoke, a man jumped upon the waggon, a Latchford 
doctor, an acquaintance of Winnington’s, who said 
something in his ear. 

The next moment, a fragment of a bottle, flung 
from a distance, struck Winnington on the wrist. The 
blood rushed out, and Delia, suddenly white, looked 
from it to Winnington’s face. The only notice he took 
of the incident was expressed in the instinctive action 
of rolling his handkerchief round it. But it stirred 
him to lay a grasp upon Delia’s arm, which she could 
hardly , have resisted. She did not, however, resist. 
She felt herself lifted down from the waggon, and 
hurried along, the |!olice keeping back the crowd, 
into the open door of the hotel. Shouts of a populace 
half enraged, half kruused, pursued her. 

' Brutes— Cowards ! ’ she gasped, between her 
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teeth— then to Winnihgton — ‘ Where are you taking 
me? I have the car!’ 

* There ’s a motor belonging to a doctor ready at 
once in the yard of the hotel. Better let me take you 
home in it. Andrews, I assure you, will look after 
Miss Marvell ! ’ 

They passed through the brilliantly lighted inn, 
where landlady, chambermaids, and waiters stood grin- 
ning in rows to see, and Winnington hurried his charge 
into the closed motor standing at the iim’s back door. 

‘ Take the street behind the hotel, and get out by 
the back of the town. Be quick ! ’ said Winnington 
to the chauffeur. 

Booing groups had already begun to gather at the 
entrance of the yards, and in the side street to which 
it led. The motor passed slowly through them, then 
quickened its pace, and in what seemed an incredibly 
short time they were in country lanes. 

Delia leant back, drawing long breaths of fatigue 
and excitement. Then she perceived with disgust 
that her dress was bemired with scraps of dirty refuse, 
and that some mud was dripping from her hat. She 
took off the hat, shook it out of the window of the car, 
but could not bring herself to put it on again. Her 
hair, loosely magnificent, framed a face that was now 
all colour and passion. She hated herself ; she hated 
the crowd ; it seemed to her she hated the. man at her 
side. Suddenly Wipnihgton turned nn the electric 
light — ^with an exclamation. ' 

‘ So sorry to be a nuisance^ — ^but have you got a 
spare handkerchief ? I ’m afraid .1 shall spoil your 
dress! 

And Delia saw, to her dismay, that his own hand- 
kerchief which he had ori^nally tied round his wound 
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was already soakedi and tLe blood was dripping from 
it on to the motor-rug. 

‘ Yes — ^yes — have ! ’ And opening her little 
wrist-bag, she took out of it two spare handkerchiefs, 
and tied them, with tremulous hands, round the 
wrist he held out to her, — a wrist brown and spare 
and powerful, like the rest of him. 

' Now— have you got anything you could tie round 
the arm, above the wound — and then twist the 
toot?’- ' . 

: I gihAlhdughtiS^i'. 

My veil ! ’ She slipped it off in a moment, a long 
motor veil of stout make. He turned towards her, 
pushing up his coat sleeve as high as it would go, and 
shewing her where to put the bandage. She helped 
him to turn back his shirt sleeve, and then wound 
the veil tightly round the arm, so as to compress the 
arteries. Her fingers were warm' and strong. He 
watched them — he felt their touch — ^with a curious 

you \ takei:thiAip&edg^ 

Ki##iiiiiiia|iiot-¥f-du^^khow:hdwY'f;Haw'yW‘ddhe:Si^ 

' FirsiAid?'’ 

. ' She nodded. 

■ ‘ I' know/ 

She did it well The tourniquet actedj and the 
bleeding at once slackened. 

‘All riglit!’ said Wiimington, smiling at her. 

‘ How if I keep it up that; ought to do 1 ’ She drew 
do<yn the sleeve, and he’ put his hand bto the motor- 
, strap hanging near, himi,' which supported it. Then 
he threw his head back a moment against the cushions 
of the car. The sudden loss/of blood on the top of a 
long fast had made him feel momentarily faint. 
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Delia looked at him uneasily — ^biting her lip. 

‘ Let us go back to Latchford, Mr. Winnhigton, 
and find a doctor.’ . 

‘ Oh dear, no I I ’m only pumped for a moment. 
It ’s going off. I ’m perfectly fit. When I Ve taken 
you home, I shall go in to our Maumsey man, and get 
tied up.’ 

There was silence. The hedges and fields ' flew 
by outside, under the light of the motor, stars 
overhead. Delia’s heart was full of wrath and 
humiliation. 

‘ Mr. Winnington ’ 

‘ Yes ! ’ He sat up, apparently quite revived. 

‘ Mr. Winnington — for Heaven’s sake — do give 
me up 1 ’ 

He looked at her with amused astonishment. 

‘Give you up! — How?’ 

‘ Give up being my guardian ! I really can’t 
stand it. I — I don’t mind what happens to myself. 
But it ’s too bad that I should be forced to — ^to make 
myself such a nuisance to you — or desert all my 
principles. It ’s not fair to me — ^that ’s what I feel — 
it ’s not indeed ! ’ she insisted stormily. 

He saw her dimly as she spoke — the beautiful nval 
of the face, the white brow, the general graciousness 
of line, so feminine, in truth!— so appealing. The 
darkness hid away all that shewed the ‘ female franzy-’ 
Distress of hand — distress for . his trumpery wound '?— 
had shaken her, brought her back to youth and childish- 
ness? Again he, felt, a. rush, .of sympathy— of tender 
concern. . ' , , ■ \ ; 

* Do you think you would do any better with a 
guardian chosen by the Court ? ’ he asked her, smiling, 
after a moment’s pause. 
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‘Of course I should! I shouldn’t mind fighting 
a stranger in the least.’ ' 

‘ They -would be very unlikely to appoint a stranger. 
They would probably name Lord Frederick.’ 

‘ He wouldn’t dream of taking it ! ’ she said, 
startled. ‘ And you know he is the laziest of 
men.l . 

They both laughed. But her laugh was a sound 
of agitation, and in the close contact of the motor 
he was aware of her quick breathing. 

‘Well, it’s true he never answers a letter,’ said 
Winnington. ‘ But I suppose he ’s ill.’ 

‘ He ’s been a malade imaginaire all his life, and he 
isn’t going to begin to put himself out for anybody 
now ! ’ she said scornfully. 

‘ Your aunt, Miss Blanchflower ? ’ 

‘ I haven’t spoken to her for years. She used 
to live -with us wdien I was eighteen. She tried to 
boss me, and set father against me. But I got the 
best of her.’ 

’ I am sure you did,’ said Winnington. 

. . She broke out — 

‘ Oh, I know you think me a perfectly impossible 
creature whom nobody could ever get on -vrith ! ’ 

He paused a moment, then said gravely— 

‘ No, I don't think anything of the kind. But 
I do think that, given what you want, you are going 
entirely the wrong way to get it.’ 

. She drew a long and: desperate breath. , . ■ 

‘, Oh, -for goodness’, sake don’t let-’s argue ! ’ 

He reframed. But after a moment he added, 
still more gravely— ‘ And, I do protest— most strongly ! 
— against, the influence upon you of the lady you 
have taken to live with you !; ■ • 
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Delia made a vehement movement, 

* She is my friend !— my dearest Mend ,! ’ she 
said, in a shaky voice.. ‘ And I believe in her, and 
admire her with all my heart ! ’ 

‘ I know — and I am sorry. Her speech this 
evening— all the latter part of it — ^was the speech of 
an Anarchist. And the first half was a tissue of 
misstatements. I happen to know something about 
the facts she dealt with.’ 

‘ Of course you take a different view ! ’ 

‘ I Icnow,’ he said quietly — a little sternly. ‘ Miss 
Marvell either does not know, or she wilfully mis- 
represents.’ 

‘ You can’t prove it ! ’ 

‘1 think I could. And as to that man — Mr, 
Lathrop — hut you know what I think.’ 

They both fell silent. Through all his own annoy- 
ance and disgust, Winmngton ' was sympathetically 
conscious of what she too must be feeling— chafed 
and thwarted, at every turn, by his legal power over 
her actions, and by the pressure of bis male will. He 
longed to persuade her, convince her, soothe her ; 
but what chance for it, under the conditions she had 
chosen for her life ? 

The motor drew up at the door of the Abbey, and 
Winningtoh turned on the light. ; 

‘ I am afraid I can ’t hdp you out. Cail you 
'manage? ’ ■ ' ; • 

She stooped anxiously' tO:.look at his wrist. '■ 

: ‘ It. ’S‘ bleeding- worse; .acini' 1 am, -sure I could 
improve that bandage, . Db come' in. ; My maid ’s got 
everything.’ - 

He hesitated— then followed her into the house. 
The maid was summoned, and proved an exceUenfc 
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mitse. The wound was properly bandaged, and tbe 
arm put in a sling. , . ; 

Then, as the maid withdrew, Delia and her guardian 
were left standing together in the drawing-room, lit 
only by a dying gleam of fire, and a Single lamp. 

‘ Good night,’ said Winnington gently. ‘ Don’t 
be the least alarmed about Miss Marvell. The train 
doesn’t arrive for ten minutes yet. Thank you for 
looking after me so kindly.’ 

Delia laughed — but it was a sound of distress. 

Suddenly he stooped, lifted her hand, and 
kissed At. ^ 

‘ What you are doing seems to me foolish — and 
wrong! I am afraid I must tell you so plainly,’ he 
said with emotion. ‘ But although I feel like that — 
my one wish-— all the time — ^is — forgive me if it sounds 
patronising! — to help you — and stand by you. To 
see you in that horrid business to-night — made me — 
very unhappy. I am old-fashioned, I suppose — but 
I could hardly bear it. I wish I could make you 
trust me a little ! ’ 

‘ I do 1 ’ she said, choked. ‘ I do— but I must 
follow niy ®oi^science.’ 

He shook his head, but said no more. She 
murmured Good night, and he went. She heard the 
motor drive aw'ay,'and remained standing where he 
had left her, the hand he had kissed hanging at her 
side. She still felt the touch of his lips upon it, and 
ias the, ' blood rushed into her , cheeks, ■ her heart was 
conscious of ' new and ' strange emotions. She longed 
to go to^hiin as, a sister, or a daughter might, and 
:say— .Forgive me— un.derstand me— don’t despair of 
me ! ’ ' , . , 

The trance of feehng .broke, and passed away. 
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She caugM up a cloak aud went to the hall door to 
listen for Gertrude Marvell. . . 

‘ What I shall have to saj to him, before long, is — 
“ I have tricked you this quarter out of five hundred 
pounds— and I mean to do it again next quarter — if 
I can ! ” He won’t want to kiss my hand again ! ’ 


men sat smoking and talking with Paul Lathrop 
in the book-littered sitting-room of his cottage. One 
was a, yotmg journalist, Eoger Blaydes, whose, thin, 
close-shaven face wore the knowing fool’s look of one 
to whom the world’s his oyster, and all the tricks for 
opening it familiar. The other was a god-like creature, 
a poet by profession, with long lantern-jaws, grey^ 
eyes deeply set, and a mass of ouidy black hair, from 
which the face, with its pallor and its distinction, 
shone dimly out like a portrait of the Cinquecento. 
Lathrop, in a kind of dressing-gown, as clumsily cut 
as the form it wrapped, his reddish hair and large 
head catching the fire-light, had the look of one lazily 
at bay, as wrapped in a cloud of smoke he turned from 
one speaker to the other. 

‘ ind so you were at another of these meetings 
last night ? ’ said Blaydes, with a mouth half smiling, 
half contemptuous. 

‘ Yes. A disgusting failure. They didn’t even 
take the trouble to pelt us.’ ,, 

The poet— Merian by name — amoved angrily on his 
chair. , Blaydes threw a, sly look at him, as he laxoeked 
the ash from his cigarett'e. ' - ; . ' 

‘ And what the deuce do you expect to get by it 
al?’ 
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Paul Lathrop paused a 'moineBt — and at last said^ 
with a lift of the eyebrows — ’ ■ ' ' 

' Well !— I have no illusions ! * 

Merian broke out indignantly — 

‘ I say, Lathrop — ^v^hy should you try ' and play 
up to that cynic there ? As if he ever had an illusion 
about anything ! ’ 

' Wellj but one may have faith without illusions/ 
protested Blaydes, with hard good temper. " I doubt 
whether Lathrop has an ounce of either/ 

Lathrop reached out for a match. 

, ' What 's the good' of faith ’’ — and what; does . 

anybody mean by it ? Sympathies — and animosities 
— they 're enough for med 

' And you really sympathise with these women ? ’ 
said the other. The tone was incredulous. Merian 
. brought his hand violently down on the table. 

‘ Don't you talk about them, Blaydes ! I tell 
you, they 're far out of your ken.' 

‘ I dare say/ said Blaydes composedly. " I was 
only trying to get at what Lathrop means by going 
into the business.' 

Lathrop sat uj). 

" I 'm in sympathy with anything that harasses 
and bothers and stings the governing classes of this ! 

, country I ’ he said,' with an oratorical wave , of his 
^ /cigarette. ‘ What look 'they are ! In ;this particular - 
■ business the' ■Government is. an ass, the public is an ' ^ ^ i 

;ass, ;and the, women if you like are asses. But. so 


I 
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me, JL preier lo ora, -wwu iiuem raau mw meir Biieiiues. 

' ' Merian ’rose slim, dark-browed , 

St. George, to-vi^ering' oyer the other two. ■ ' 

‘After that, I’d'rStHer hear thern attacked bj 
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Blaydes, tban defended by you, Lathrop ! * he said 
•with energy, as he buttoned up his coat. 

Lathrop thre’w him a cool glance. 

‘ So for you, they ’re all heroines — and saints ? ’ 

‘ Never mind what they are. I stand by them ! 
I ’m ready, to give them what they ask.’ 

‘ Beady to hand the Empire over to them— to 
smash , like the windo'ws in Piccadilly ? ’ said Blaj’-des. 

‘Hang the Empire! — what does the Empire 
matter ! Give the people in these islands what they 
want before you begin to talk about the Empire. Well, 
goodbye, I, must be off I ’ 

He nodded to the other tw'o, and opened the door 
of the Hermitage which led directly into the outer air. 
On the threshold he turned, and looked back, irreso- 
lutely, as though in compunction for his loss of temper. 
Framed in the doorway against a background of sunset 
sky, his dark head and sparely noble features were 
of a singular though melancholy beauty. It was 
evident that he was full of speech, of which he could 
not in, the end unburden himself. The door closed 
behaxd him, and he was gone. 

‘ Poor devil ! ■ said Blaydes, tipping the end of 
his cigarette into the fee— ‘he’s in love ■with a girl 
who ’s been in prison three times. He thinks she ’ll 
kill herself-— and he can’t influence her at all. He 
takes it hard. Well how, look here —the young man’s 
expression changed and stiffened— I understand that 
.you too , are seeing a good deal of one of these wild 
women,— Sihd that, she ,'’s ’.both rich— and a beauty? ’ 
He lobked up, with a laugh, 

Lathrop ’s aspect, wiss 'undisturbed. , ■' 

* Nothing to_, do with It' !— though your silly little, 
mind wffl do doubt go, , on thinking so.’ 
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The other laughed again— -with a more emphatio 
mockery. Lathrop reddened — ^then said quietly — 

‘ Well, I admit that was a lie ! ’ Yes, she is hand- 
some — and if she were to stick to it— sacrifice all her 
life to it — ^in time she might make a horrible success 
of this thing. Will she stick to it ? ’ 

‘ Are you in love with her, Paul ? ’ 

‘ Of course ! I am in love with all pretty women — 
especially when I daren’t shew it.’ 

‘ You daren’t shew it ? ’ 

‘ The smallest advance on my part, in this quarter, 
brings me a rap on the knuckles. I try to pitch 
what I have to say in. the most impersonal and 
romantic terms. No good at all ! Bat all egg-dancing 
is amusing, so I dance — and accept all the drudgery 
she and Aleoto give me to do.’ 

‘ Aleotof Miss Marvell 

‘ Naturall5^’ 

‘ These meetings must be pretty boring.’ 

‘ Especially because I can’t keep my temper. 
I lose it in the vulgarest way — and say the most 
idiotic things.’ 

There was a pause of silence. The eyes of the 
journalist wandered round the room, coining back to 
Lathrop at last with renewed curiosity. 

‘ How are your affairs, Paul 9 ’ ' ‘ ; • 

‘ Couldn’t be worse. Everything here would have 
been! seized long .ago, if there had been anything to 
seize. But you ^ can’t distrain on trout— dear, slithery 
things. And as the ponds 'afford my only means of 
sustenance,. 'and do occasionally, bring in something, 
my! creditors -have to leave, me the house and a few 
beds and chairs so that ! may look after them.’ 

‘ Why don’t you write- another book ? ’ 
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‘ Because at present I have nothing to say. And 
on that point I happen to have a conscience — some 
rays of probity left.’ . 

He got up as he spoke, and went across the room, 
to a covered basket beside the fire. 

‘ Mimi I ’ he said caressingly — ‘ poor Mimi ! ’ 

Ho raised a piece of flannel, and a Persian kitten lying 
in the basket — a sick kitten — lifted its head languidly. 

‘ Tu m’awm, Mimi ? ’ 

The kitten looked at him with veiled eyes, already 
masked with death. Lathrop stooped for a saucer of 
warm milk standing by the fire. The kitten refused 
it, but when he dipped his fingers in the milk, it made 
a momentary effort to lick them, then subsiding, 
sank to sleep again. 

‘ Poor little beast ! ’ said Blaydes — ‘ what 's the 
matter ?’ 

‘ Some poison — I don’t know what. It ’ll die 
to-night.’ 

‘ Then you ’ll be all alone ? ’ 

‘ I ’m never alone,’ said Lathrop, with decision. 
And .rising he went to the door of the cottage — ^which 
opened straight on the hill-side, and set it open. 

It was four o’clock on a November day. The 
autumn was late, and of a marvellous beauty. The 
month was a third gone, and still there were trees 
here and 'there, isolated trees, intensely green, as 
though they defied decay, , The elder trees, the fiarst 
to leaf under the spring, were how the last to wither. 
The 'elms in twenty-four hours had turned a pale 
gold atop, while’ air, below was, still round and greehi 
But the beeches were' nearly gone ; all that remained 
of them was a thin .patiern of separate leaves, pale 
gold and faintly sparkling against the afternoon sky. 
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Such a sky ! Bands of deUcate. pinks, lilacs and blues 
scratched across an inner-heaven of light, and in the 
mid-heaven a blazing furnace, blood-red, wherein the 
sun had just plunged headlong to its death. And 
under the sky, an English scene of field and woodland, 
fading into an all-environing forest, still richly clothed. 
While in the foreground and middle distance, some 
trees already stripped and bare, winter’s first spoil, 
stood sharply black against the scarlet of tlie sunset. 
And fusing the whole scene, hazes of blue, amethyst 
or purple, beyond a Turner’s brush. 

‘ What beauty ! — ^my God ! ’ 

Blaydes came to stand beside the speaker, glancing 
at him with eyes half curious, half mocking. 

‘ You get so much pleasure out of it ? ’ 

For answer, Lathrop murmured a few words as 
though to himself, a sudden lightening in Ms sleepy 
eyes — ■ , 

‘ L’univers — si liquide, si pur ! — 

Une belle eau qu’on voufeit boire.’ 

‘ I don’t understand French ’ — said Blaydes, with 
a shrug — ‘ not French verse, anyway.’ 

‘ That ’s a pity ’ — was the dry reply — ‘ because 
you can’t read Madame de Noailles. Ah ! — ^there are 
Lang’s pheasants calling !— -his tenant’s, I suppose— 
for he ’s let the shooting.’ 

He pointed to a mass of wood on his left hand from 
which the sound came, ; 

. ' They say he ’s never here ? ’ , . 

‘Two or threei times a year,— just on business. 
His wif&— a little painted dbll'^hates the place, and 
they ’ve built a villa at Beaulieu.’' 

‘ Bather risky leaving, a big house empty in these 
days— with your wild womein about ! ’ 
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Lathrop looked rouad. 

‘ Good heavens ! — who would ever dream of 
touching Monk Lawrence! I bet even Gertrude 
Marvell hasn’t nerve enough for that. Look here ! 
— have you ever seen it ? ’ 

‘ Never.’ 

‘Gome along then. There ’s just time — while 
this light lasts.’ 

They ' snatched their caps, and were presently 
mounting the path which led ultimately through the 
woods of Monk Lawrence to the western front. 

Blaydes frowned as he walked. He was a young 
man of a very practical turn of mind, who in spite of 
an office-boy’s training possessed an irrelevant taste 
for literature which had made him an admirer of 
Lathrop’s two published volumes. For some time 
p.ast he had been Lathrop’s chancellor of the exchequer 
— self-appointed, and had done his best to keep his 
friend out of the workhouse. From the tone of 
Paul's recent letters he had become aware of two 
things— first, that Lathrop was in sight of his last 
five-pound note and did not see his way to either earn- 
ing or borrowing another ; and secondly, that a hand- 
some girl had appeared on the scene, providentially 
mad with the same land of madness as had recently 
seized on Lathrop, belonging to the, same , anarchical 
association, and engaged in the satne silly, defiance 
of society ; likely therefore to be thrown a good deal 
in Ms company; and , last, but most important,, 
posst^ssed of a fortune wMeh she would ho doubt 
allow the ‘ Daughters nf Eevolt,' to, squander— unless 
Paul cut, in. The situation had begun to seem to : 
him interesting, and having already lent Lathrop 
more money than he could afford, he had come down 
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to enquire about it. He himself possessed an income 
of three hundred a year, plus two thousand pounds 
left him by an uncle. Except for the single weakness 
which had induced him to lend Lathrop a couple of 
hundred pounds, his principles with regard to money 
were frankly piratical. Get what you can — and how 
you can. Clearly it was Lathrop ’s game to take 
adrantage of this queer friendship mth a militant 
who happened to be both rich and young, which bis 
dabbling in their ‘ nonsense ’ had brought about. 
Why shouldn’t he achieve it ? Lathrop was ^ as 
clever as sin ; and there was the past history of the 
man, to shew that he could attract women. 

He gripped his friend’s arm as they passed into 
the shadow of the wood. Lathrop looked at him 
with surprise. 

‘ Look here, Paul ’ — said the younger man in 
a determined voice — ‘ You’ve got to pull this thing 
off.’ 

‘ What thing ? ’ 

‘ You can marry this girl if you put your mind 
to it. You tell me you ’re going about the country 
with her, speaking at meetings — that you ’re one of 
her helpers and advisers. That is — ^you ’ve got an 
A1 chance with her. If you don’t use it, you ’re a 
blithering idiot.’ . ■ 

Paul threw hack his head and laughed. , 

‘And what about other people? What about 
her guardian, for instance— who is the sole , trustee 
of the property— who has a thousand chances with 
her to my one— and holds,, I venture to say— if he 
knows anything about me— the' strongest views on 
the subject of moral eharadter ? ’ 

■ Who is her guardian ? ’ 
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‘ Mark Wirmington,' Does that , convey tmy thing 
to you ? ’ ' 

Blaydes whistled. 

‘ Great Soott ! ’ 

‘ Yes. Precisely “ Great Scott ! ” ’ said Lathrop, 
mocking. ‘ I may add that everybody here has their 
own romance on the subject. They are convinced that 
Winnington will soon cure her of her preposterous 
notions, and restore her, tamed, to a normal existence.’ 
Blaydes meditated,— his aspect showing a man 

: playing in a county: 

:Slast Anghsfe’^: - he: said— with,: his : :eyes:;pn'::the’^pun|^:i 
‘ I declare no one looked at anybody else. I suppose 
he ’s forty ; but the old stagers tell you that he ’s 
just as much of an ApoUo now as he was in his most 
famous days — twenty years ago.’ 

‘ Don’t exaggerate. He is forty, and I ’m thirty — 
which is one to me. I only meant to suggest to you 
a reasonable view of the chances.’ 

* Look here — is she as handsome as people say ? ’ 

‘ Blaydes ! — ^this is the last time I shall allow you 
to talk about her — ^you get on my nerves. Handsome ? 

I don’t know.’ 

He walked on, muttering to himself and switching 
at the trees on either hand. 

‘ I am simply putting what is your duty to yourself 
— ^and your creditors,’ said Blaydes sulkily—’ You 
must know your affairs are in a pretty desperate state,’ 
‘And a girl like that is to be sacrificed — ^to my 
creditors! Good Lord!’ = 

^Oh well, if you ' .regard yourself as such ; an 
undesirable, naturally, I ’ve nothing to say. Of course 
I know— there’s that ease against you. But it's a 
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good while ago ; and I deelate women don’t look 
at those things as they used to do. Why don’t yon 
play the man of letters business ? You know very 
well, Paul, you could earn a lot of money if you 
chose. But you ’re such a lazy dog I ’ 

‘ Let me alone ! ’ said Lathrop, rather fiercely. 
‘ Idle fact that you ’ve lent me a couple of hundred 
really doesn’t give you the right to talk to me like this.’ 

‘ I won’t lend you a farthing more unless you 
, promise me to take this thing seriously,’ said Blaydes 
doggedly. 

Lathrop burst into a nervous shout of laughter. 

‘I say, do shut up! I assure you, you can’t 
bully me. Now then — ^Iiere ’s the house ! ’ 

And as he spoke they emerged on the green oblong, 
bordered by low yew hedges, from which, as from a flat 
and spacious shelf carved out of the hill, Monk Lawfenee 
surveyed the slopes below it, the clastered village, 
the middle distance vdth its embroidery of fields and 
trees, with the vaporous stretches of the forest hesmnd, 
and in the far distance, a shining line of sea. 

‘ My word ! — ^that is a house ! ’ cried Blaydes, 
stopping to survey it and get his townsman’s breath,' 
after the steep pitch of hill. 

.‘Not bad?’’ - 

‘ Is it shown?’ ' . ' , , ■ ' 

; * Used to, be. It has been- shut lately for fear of 
the militants.’- ■; ■ V,-' ' ' 

‘ But they keep somebody in it ? :’ . 

■ . ‘ Yes— ’in some rooms-akthe back.. A keeper, and 
his three children. , The wife, ’s dead. Shall I go and 
see if he ’Illet us in ?, • Butte won’t. He ’ll have seen 
my nanae at that meeting, in- the, Latehford paper.’ 

* No, no. I shall miss my, train-. !Let ’s walk round. 
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Why, you’d: tl'iiak it- was- oji fire airead.y !’ said 
Blaydes, with'a start, gazmg, at the house. 

For the raarvellous eyerimg, now marching from 
the western forest, was dyeing the whole earth in 
crimson, and tho sun just emerging from one bank 
of cloud, before dropping into the bank below, was 
flinging a fierce glare upon the wide grey front of 
Monk Lawence. Every window blazed,, and some 
fine oaks still thick with red leaf, which flanked the 
house on the north, flamed in concert, .The. air Was 
suffused with red ; every .minor tone, blue or brown, 
green or purple, shewed through it, as through a veil. 

And, yet how quietly the house rose, in the heart 
of the flame ! Peace, brooding on memory, seemed to 
breathe from its rounded oriels, its mossy roof, its 
legend in stone letters running round the eaves, the 
carved trophies and arabesques which framed the 
stately doorway, the sleepy fountain with its oupids, 
in the courtyard, the graceful loggia oh the northern 
side. It stoodj aloof and . self-contained, amid the 
lightninp and arrowS' of the departing sun. 

, , ■* No— they ’d never dare to touch that!/' said 
, Lathrop as he led, the way to the path skirting the 
house. ‘ And if I caught Miss Marvell at it, I ’m not 
sure I shouldn’t hand her over myself ! ’ 

, ‘ Aren’t ’ -we trespassing'? ’ said Blaydes, as their 
footsteps rang on the broad flagged path which led from 
the front court to the terrace' at the .back of the house. 

, ‘ Certainly. Ah, the' dbg/s heard us.’ . , , 

■ And before they bad, gohe. more than a few steps 
further, a, burly man appeared; at the further comer of 
the house, hblding'a mozzl^Mp^— a mastiff— on' a leash.' 

' ‘ What might y6tt';''te,-; wanting, gentlemen 9 ’ -he' 
said gruffly. ■ . ■ ', , , ■ 
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*' Why, you know me, Daont- ; I brought a friend 
up to look at your wonderful place. ' Wo can walk 
through, can’t we?’ ' 

‘ Well, as you ’re here, Sir, I ’II let you out by 
the lower gate. But this is private ground. Sir, and 
Sir Wilfrid’s orders are strict, — not to let anybody 
through that hasn’t either business with the house 
or an order from himself.’ 

‘ All right. Let ’s have a look at the back and 
the terrace, and then we ’ll be off. Sir WiJirid , coming 
here ? ’ 

‘ Not that I know of, Sir,’ said the keeper shortly, 
striding on before the two men, and quieting his dog, 
who was growling at their heels. 

As he spoke he led the way down a stately flight of 
stone, steps by which tho famous eastern terrace at the 
back of the house was reached. The three men and 
the dog disappeared from view. 

Steadily the sunset faded. An attacking host of 
cloud rushed upon it from the sea, and quenched 
it. The lights in tho windows of Monk Lawrence 
went out. Dusk fell upon the house and all its 
approaches. 

. Suddenly, two^figures — figures of women — emerged 
in the twilight from the thick plantation which pro* 
teqt’ed the bouse on the north, They reached; , the 
flagged path, with noiseless .feet, and then pausing, 
they began what an intelligent, spectator would have 
soon, seen to be a careful, reconnoitring of the whole 
northern 'side of the house.,; ,Tlley'se.emed to examine 
the windows, ,a garden door, the .recesses , in the walls, , 
the old lea,d piping, the ,. creepers, '.and Sirubs. Then 
one of them, keeping close to, "the house wall, which 
was in deep shadow, went ,q;m6kly. round to the back. 


196 ■ I)BLIA'BIiM^eSFLOWEB 

The other awaited' her/' In the .distance rose at 
intervals a dog’s uneasy bark., ' 

In a very few minutes the .woman who had gone 
roimd the house returned and the two, slipping back 
into the dense belt of wood from which they had come, 
were instantly swallowed up by it. Their appearance 
and their movements throughout had been as phantom- 
like and silent as the shadows which were now engulfing 
the house. Anyone who had seen them come and go 
might almost have doubted his owm eyes. . 

; Daunt the. keeper returned leisurely to his quarters 
in.some hack promises of Monk Law'rence, at the south- 
eastern corner of the house. But he had only just 
.opened his own door when he again heard the sound 
of footsteps in the fore-court. 

* Well, what ’s come to the folk to-night ! ’ — he 
muttered, with some iU-luimonr, as he turned back 
towards the front. . . 

A w'oman !— standing with her back to the house, 
in the middle of the fore-court, as though the place 
belonged to her, and gazing at the piled clouds of the 
west, still haunted by the splendour just past away. 

A. veritable Masque of Women, all of the Mfenad 
sort, had by now begun to riot through Daunt's brain 
by night and day. He raised his voice sharply— 

‘ What ’s your business here, Ma’am ? There is 
no pabMe road past this house.’ 

The lady, turned, and came tpw'ards him. , 

‘ Don’t , you know who I am, Mr. Daunt But 
I remember you when. I was' a child.’ 

Daunt peered through - the :dusk. ' 

‘ You have the advantage, of me, Madam,’ he said 
stiffly, ‘ Kindly give me your name.’ 
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‘ Miiis Blanchfiower— from ^lanmsey Abbey ! ’ .'■jaid 
a young, conscious Toiee. * I used to come here with 
my grandmother, Lady Blaheliflower. I have been 
intending to come and pay you a visit for a long 
time — to have a look at the old house again. And 
just now I was passing the foot of your hill in a 
motor ; something went wrong with the car, and while 
they were mending it, I ran up. But it ’s getting 
dark so quick, one can hardly see anything ! ’ 

Daunt’s attitude showed no relaxation. Indeed, 
swift recollections assailed him of certain reports in 
the local papers, now some ten days old. Miss Blanch* 
flower indeed ! She was a brazen one — after all done 
find, said. ' • ■ 

. ' *. Pleased to see you, Miss, if you ’ll kindly get au 
order from Sir Wilfrid. But I have strict instructions 
from Sir Wilfrid not to admit anyone — not anyone 
w'hatsoever — to the gardens or the house, without his 
order.’ 

‘ I should have thought, Mr. Daunt, that only 
applied to strangers.’ The tones shelved annoyance. 

‘ My father. Sir Eobert Blanehflower, was an old 
friend of Sir Wilfrid’s.’ 

* Can ’t help it. Miss,’ said Daunt, not without the 
secret zest, of the Eadioal putting down his ‘ betters.’ 

‘ There are queer people about. I can ’t let no one 
in .without an order.’ . : ' ■ ■ ■ . ’ - . . ; 

As he spoke, a gate slammed on his Teft, and 
Daunt, with the feeling of one. beset, turned in wrath 
to see who might he this; hew, intruder. ' Since the 
house had been closed to 'visitors,; and a notice to the 
effect had been posted in the; yillagej 'scarcely a' soul, 
had penetrated through its enclosing woods, except 
Miss Amberley, who came,. to' teach Daunt’s cripple. 
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child. And now in one evening here , were three 
assaults upon its priTO'cy ! . 

But as to the third he was soon reassured. 

‘ Hullo, Daunt, is that you ? Did I hear you 
telling Miss Blanchflower you can’t let her in ? But 
you know her, of course ? ’ said a man’s easy voice. 

Delia started. The nest moment her hand was 
in her guardian’s, and she realised that he had heard 
the conversation between herself and Daunt, realised 
also that she had committed a folly not ^ easily to 
be explained, either to Winnington or herself j iii 
obeying the impulse which — ^half memory, half vague, 
anxiety, — had led her to pay this sudden visit to 
the house, Gertrude Marvell had loft Maumsey that 
morning, saying she should be in London for the day. 
Had Gertrude been with her, Delia would have let 
Monk Lawrence go by. For in Gertrude’s company 
it had become an. instinct with her — an instinct she 
scarcely confessed to herself — to avoid all reference 
. to the house. 

■ At sight of Winnington, however, who was clearly 
a privileged person in his eyes, Daunt instantly 
changed his tone. 

‘Good evening, Sir. Perhaps you’ll explain to 
this young lady ? We ’ve got to keep a sharp look- 
out— you, know that, Sir.' 

‘ Certainly, Daunt, certainly. I am sm-e: Miss 
Blanchflower understands. But you’ll let me shew 
her the house,, I imagine ? ’ , . ■ ' 

, ‘ Why, . of conrse, Sir ! There ’s 'nothing you, 
"can’t do here.' Giye md a few minutes — I ’ll turn On 
some lights, Perhaps the young lady will walk in ? ’ 
He pointed to his own rooms. ’ , 

‘ So you still keep tbe.eleetrie light going ? ’ 
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‘ By Sir Wilfrid’s -svish, Sir,— sc as if anyfchiBg did 
happen these %™ter nights, we 'mightn't be left in 
darkness. The engine works a bit now and then.’ 

He led the way towards his quarters. The door 
into his kitchen stood open, and in the glow of lire and 
lamp stood his three children, who had been eagerly 
listening to the conversation outside. One of thorn, 
a little girl, was leaning on a crutch. She looked, up 
happily as Winnington entered. 

‘ Well, Lily ’ — ^he pinched her cheek— I ’ve got 
something to tell father about you. Say “ How do 
you do ? ” to this lady.’ The child put her hand in 
Delia’s, looking all the while ardently at Winnington. 

‘ Am I going to be in your school, Sir ? ’ 

‘If you’re good. But you’ll have to be dread-, 
fully good ! ’ 

‘ I am good,’ said Lily confidently. ‘ I want to 
be in your school, please, Sir.’ 

‘ But such a lot of other little girls want to come 
too ! Must I leave them out ? ’ 

Lily shook her head perplexed. ‘ But you pro- 
inithed,’ she lisped, very softly. 

Winnington laughed. The child’s hand had trans- 
ferred itself to his, and nestled there. 

‘ ^’iTiat school does she mean ? ’ asked Delia. 

At the sound of her voice "Winnington turned to 
her , for the first time- It was as though till then he 
had avoided looking at her, lest the hidden thought 
in each mind should he top plain to the other. He 
had found' her— Sir Bbhert. Blahchflower’s daughter 
—on the point of being hurtly refused admission to 
the house :«'here her father had been a familiar inmate, 
and where she herself had gone in and out as a child. 
And he knew whyj she knew, why ; Daunt knew 
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why. She was a person under suspicion, h person on 
Avhom the Commumty was keeping watcli.' 

Nevertheless,' Winiiington entirely believed what 
he had ovorheard her say to the keeper. It was no 
doubt quite true that she had turned aside to see 
Monk Lawrence on a sudden impulse of sentiment 
or memory. Odd that it should be so !— but like 
her. That she, could have any designs on the beautiful 
old place was indeed incredible ; and it was equally 
incredible that she would aid or abet them in, anyone 
else. And yet — there, was that monstrous speech at 
Latehford, made in her hearing, by her friend and 
Co-militant, the woman who shared her life ! Was it 
any wonder that Daunt bristled at the sight of her ? 
He had, however, to answer her question. 

‘My county school,' he explained. ‘ The school 
for invalid children — “ physical defectives ” — that we 
are going to open next summer. I came to tell 
Daunt there 'd be a place for this child. She 's 
an old friend of mine.’ He smiled doAvn upon the 
nestling , creature — ‘Has Miss Amberley be,en to see 
you lately, Lily , 

At this moment Daunt returned to the kitchen, 
with the news that the house was ready. ‘ The light ’s 
not quite, what it ought to be. Sir, but I dare say 
you 'li be able to see a good deal. Miss Amberley, 
Sir, she ’s taught Lily fine. I 'm sm-e we 're very 
much obliged to her— and to you for asking her.’ , 

. ‘ I don’t know what the . sick children here will do, 
without her, Daunt. . She; ’s going away — wants to 
be 'a nume'.’^ '' ' ■ , . , ' ■ ; ' ■ 

' ‘ Well, 'I’m 'very ;; sorry. Sir. She’ll be .badly 
, missed.’ ^ ^ ' 

. ‘ That she will. ■.Shall we go in ? ’ Winnington 
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turned to Delia, ’who aocMed assent, and follciwed hint 
into the dim ' passages; beyond the brightly iiglited 
kitchen. The children, looking after them, saw the 
beautiful lady disappearing, and, felt vaguely awed by 
h(?r height, her stiff carriage and her proud looks. 

Delia, indeed, was again — and as usual — in revolt, 
against herself and circumstances.. Why had she 
been such a fool as to come to Monk Lawrence at all, 
and then to submit to seeing it — on sufferance ! — ^sn 
Winnington’s custody 2 And how he must be con- 
trasting her with Susy Amberley !— the soft sister of 
charity, plying her womanly tasks, in the manner 
of all good w'omen sines the w’orld began ! She saw 
herself as the anarchist prowling outside, tracked, 
spied on, held at arm’s length by all decent citizens, all 
lovers of ancient beauty, and moral tradition ; while, 
within, women like Susy Amberley sat Madonna-like, 
with the children at their knee- ‘ Well, we stand for 
the children too — ^the children of the future ! ’ she said 
to herself defiantly. 

‘ This is the old hall — and the gallery that was put 
up in honour of Elizabeth’s visit here in 1570 ’ — she 
heard Winnington saying — ‘ One of the finest things 
of its kind. But you can hardly see it.’ 

The electric light indeed was of the feeblest. A 
dim line of it ran round the carved ceiling and 
glimmered in the central chandelier. But the mingled 
illumination of sunset and moonrise frorn outside 
contended with it on more than e«iuai terms ; and 
everything in the hall— tapestries, armour,' and old 
oak, the gallery above^ tbe !dais with its carved chairs 
below — had the dim.myateqr';o,f a stage' set ready for 
the play,: before the lights are on. 

, Daunt apologised. . ■ .■ 
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‘ The gardeBer ’ll be here 'direotlj':, Sir. ' He knows 
how to manage it better than I.’ 

And in spite of protests from the two visitors he 
ran oft’ again to see wliat could be done to better the 
light. Delia turned impetuously on her companion. 

‘ I know you think I have no business to be here ! ’ 

"Wlnnington paused a moment, then said — 

‘ I was rather astonished to see you here, certainly.’ 

‘ Because of what we said at Latchford the other 
day ? ’ , ■ 

, ‘ You didn’t say it ! ’ ■ . | 

: ‘ But I agreed with it — I agi'eed with every word 

of it ! ’ 

‘ Then indeed 1 am astonished that you should 
wish to see Sir Wilfrid Lang’s house ! ’ he said, with 
energy. 

‘My recollections of it have nothing to do with 
Sir Wilfrid. I never saw him that I know of.’ ' 

‘All the same, it belongs to him.’ 

‘ No !— to history — ^to the nation ! ’ 

‘ Then let the nation, guard it— and every individual 
in the nation ! But do you think, Miss Marvell would 
take much pains to protect it ? ’ 

‘ Gertrade said nothing about the house.’ 

‘ No; ; but if I had been one of the excitable, women 
you cbmmaBd, my one desire after that speech would 
have been to do some desperate damage to Sir Wilfrid, 
or ilia property. If anything does happen, I am afraid 
everyone in the neighbourhood ^viI^! regard her as 
responsible.^ ■ , , 

■' ' Delia moyed impatiently.' ‘.Can’t, we- say what we 
think of Sir . Wilfrid; — because he happens to possess 
a beautiful house,?’-,' 

‘ If you care for Monk Lawrence, you do so—ivith 
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this campaign on foot — only ' at great risk. Confess, 
Miss Delia !— that yon were’ sorry for that speech ! ’ 
He turned upon her with animation. 

She spoke as though under pressure, her head 
thrown back, her face ivory within the black frame 
of the %-eil. 

‘ I— I shouldn’t have made it.’ 

‘ That ’s not enough. I want to hear you say 
you regret it ! ’ ■ , / 

The light suddenly increased, and .she saw him 
looking at Her, his eyes bright and urgent, his attitude 
that of the strong yet mild judge, whose own moral 
life watches keenly for any sign of grace in the accused 
before him. She realised for an angry moment 
what his feeling must be — deep and invincible, 
towards these ‘ outrages ’ which she and Gertrude 
Marvell regarded by now as so natural and habitual 
— outrages that were calmly planned and orgsinised, as 
she knew' well, at the head offices of their society, 
by Gertrude Marvell among others, and acquiesced 
in — approved — by hundreds of persons like herself, 
who either slnank from taking a direct part in them, 
or had no opportunity of doing so. ‘But I shall 
soon make opportunities ! ’—she thought, passionately ; 
‘I’m hot. going to be a shirker!’ Aloud she said 
in her stiffest manner — ‘ I stand by my’ friends, 
Mr. Winnington, especially when they are’ ten times 
better 'and nobler than I !/ ; , , ’ 

His expression changed.- He turned, like any 
courteous '.stranger,- to playing the part of showman 
of the' house. Once m6re;..a ;v.eil had fallen between 
them. ■ - ’ "’ ^ 

Ho. led her thrbugh .the, great suite of rooms on' 
the ground-floor, the dra-vrihg-room, the Bed Parlour, 
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the 'Chioe^e room, the- Library. They recalleii her 
childish visits to the house with her grandmother, 
and a score of recollections, touching or absurd, rushed 
into her mind — but not to her Ups. Dumbness had 
fallen on her ; — nothing seemed worth saying, and she 
hurried through. She was conscious only of a rich 
confused impression of old seeinUness and mellowed 
beauty, — steeped in fragrant and famous memories, 
English history, EngUsh poetry, EngUsh art, breathing 
from every room and stone of the house. ‘In the 
Bed Parlour, Sidney wrote part of the “ Arcadia,”— 
In the room overhead Gabriel Harvey slept. — In the 
Porch Boom Chatham stayed — his autograph is 
there. — Eox advised upon all the older portion of 
the Library ’ — and so on. She heard Winnington’s voice 
as though through a dream. What did it matter i? 
She felt the house an oppression — as though it accused 
or threatened her. 

As they emerged from the library into a broad 
passage, Winnington noticed a gmden door at the 
north end of the passage, and called to Daunt who 
was walking behind them. They went to look at it, 
leaving Delia in the corridor. 

■ , ‘ Hot very secure, is it ? ’ said Winnington, pointing 
to the glaaed upper half of the door—* anyone might 
get in there.’ 

* I’ve, told Sir Wilfrid, Sh, and sent him the 
measurements, . There ’s to be an iron totter,’ 

‘ H’im— that ■ may take ■ time. Why ' not' put . , up 
soniething temporary ?— cross-bars of some sort ? ’ 

, ' They came , back , towards Delia, .discussing it. 
Unreasonably, absurdly, she held it an offence that 
Winnington should discuss, it in her presence ; her 
breath grew stormy. .. , 
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Daimfc turned to the. right. -at the foot oi a carved 
staircase, and down a long passage leading to the 
kitchens, he and ^Wixmington' still talkiiig* Suddenly 
—a short flight of steps, not very visible in a dark 
'place* Winnington descended them, and then tiimcd 
to look for Delia who was just behind— 

‘ Please take care I — — ' 

But he was too late. Head in air— absorbed in 
her own passionate mood, Delia never saw the steps, 
'till her foot slipped on the topmost. She would have 
fallen headlong, had not Winnington caught her. ' His 
arms received her, held her, released her. The colour' 
.rushed into his face as into hers. ‘ You are not hurt ’ 
he said anxiously. * I ought to have held a light/ 
said 'Daunt, full of coneem. But the little ihcicloiifc 
had broken, the ice, Delia laughed, and straightened 
her 'Cavalier hat, which, had suffered. She wvas, still 
rosy as they entered DauiiCs kitchen, and the children 
who had seen her half an hour before hardly recognised 
the creature all life and animation who returned to 
them. ", 

The ' car , stood -waiting in the fore-court, Winniiig- 
ioB put her in. As Delia' descended the bill alone in 
the dark, she closed her eyes, that she might tlie more 
completely give herself .to- the conflict of. . .thoughts 
which possessed her. , She- was bitterly- ashamed, 
and ' sore^' torn betwreen her; passionate affection for 
, Gertrude ' Marvell,, and" what seemed '.to jler.-a weak 
.and trait6rous:wsh tp stand bettor 'with Marl Winning- 
ton* .Nor eould 'she^eseape-irom .the memory— the 
mere' physical 'memory— of \’those strong arms round 
her, resent it m ■ she ■ might.^ . ' . - ■ 

As for Winnington, when 'he reached home in the 
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moonlight, instead of , going in to join his sister at 
tea, he paced a ' garden' path, till night had fallen. 
What was this strong insurgent feeling he could 
neither reason with ' nor silence ? It seemed to have 
stolen upon Mm, amid a host of other thoughts 
and pre-occupations, secretly and insidiously, till 
there it stood — full-grown — his new phantom self — 
challenging the old, the normal self, face to face. 

Trouble, self-scom overwhelmed him. Becalling 
all his promises to himself, all his assurances to. Lady 
Tonbridge, he stood convicted, as the sentry who has 
shut his eyes and let the invader pass. Monatrous.!— - 
that in his position, with tliis difference of age between 
them, he should have allowed such ideas to grow and 
gather head. Beautiful wayward creature ,! — all the 
more beguiling, because of the difficulties that bristled 
round her. His common sense,hi8 judgment were under 
no illusions at all about Delia Blanchflower. And yet— 

This then was fassim ! — which must be held down 
and reasoned down. He would reason it down. She 
, must and should many a man of her. own genera- 
tion— youth with' youth. And, moreover, to give 
way to these wild desires would be simply to alienate 
her^ to destroy all his own power with her for good. 

The ghostly presence of his life came to .him. He 
cried out to her, made appeal to her, in sackcloth 
and ashes. ■ . And then, in some mysterious, heaysnly 
Tray, she was revealed to him afresh!; not as an enemy 
■whom he had offended, not as a lover slighted, , but as 
Ms best and tenderest friend. She closed no gates 
agamst the future ':,^that was for himself to settle, ', 
if clos.ed they wefriUL^/ ' She seemed to walk -with 
Mm, hand in hand,; .sister -with brother-— in a deep 
converse of souls. 




CHAPTEE XI 


Geeteudb Maevbll was sitting alone at the Maum- 
sey breakfast-table, in the pale light of a December 
day. All around her were letters and newspapers, to 
which she ■was giving an attention entirely denied to 
her meal. She opened them one after another, with 
a frown or a look of satisfaction, classifying them in 
heaps as she read, and occasionally remembering her 
coffee or her toast. The parlourmaid w'aited on her, 
but knew very w^ell — and resented the knowdedge — that 
Miss Marvell was scarcely a'ware of her existence, or 
her presence in the room. 

But presently the lady at the table asked — 

‘ Is Miss Blanchflower getting up ? ’ 

‘ She -will be down directly, Miss.’ 

Gertrude’s eyebrows rose, unconsciously. She her- 
self was never late for an 8.80 breakfast, and never 
went to bed till long after midnight. The ways of 
Delia, who varied between too little sleep and the. long 
nights 6i fatigue, seeemd to. her self-indulgent. : 

After lier letters bad been put, aside and ' the 
ordinary newspapers, she took up a new number 
of the Tocsin. The flrsf , page was entirely given 
up. to afl article headed ‘ How Lonq ? ’ She read 
it with care, her delicate mouth tightening a little. 
She herself had , suggeste.d the lines of it a few 
' ' ' ' ■ : $09 , ' P 


Sio ' ' DELIA? BLAI^OHFLOWER 

days before, -to the Editor, and her hints had been 
partially carried out, It gave a scathing aecormt 
of Sir Wilfrid’s course on the Suffrage question — of 
his earlier eoquettings with the woman’s cause, his 
defection and ‘treachery,’ the bitter and ingenious 
hostility vith which he was uow pursuing the Bill 
before the House of Commons. ‘ An amiable, white- 
haired nonentity for the rest of the world— who only 
mention him to marvel that such a man was ever 
admitted to an English Cabinet — ^to us he is the 
“ smiler with the knife,” the assassin of the hopes, of 
women, the reptile in the path. The Bill is weakening 
every day in the House, and on the night of the 
second reading it will receive its coup de grdce 
from the hand of Sir Wilfrid Lang. Women of 
England — lioic long ? ’ 

Gertrude pushed the newspaper aside in discontent. 
Her critical sense was beginning to weary of the 
shrieking note. And the descent from the ‘ assassin of 
the hopes of women ’ to ‘ the reptile in the path ’ 
struck her as a silly bathos. 

' Suddenly a reverie— a waking dream— fell uponher, 
a visionary succession of sights and sounds.' A dying 
sunset— and a rising wind, sighing through dense 
trees — oM walls — ^tlie light from a kitchen vrindow — 
voices in the distance — ^t-he barking of a dog.- . , . 

‘ Oh, Gertrude ! — how late I am ! ’ ■ 

Delia entered hurriedly, with an anxious air.' 

*I should have bean down long ago, but , Weston 
had one of her attacks, and I have been looking after 
her.? ■■ ■ ■ ' ' : ' ' ', ' 

Weston was, Delia’s maid, who had been her 
constant companion for ten^ years,. She was a deli- 
cate nervous woman, liable to occasional onsets of 
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mysterious pain, which . terrified both hei'self and her 
mistress, and had liitherto puzzled the doctor. 

Gertrude received the news with a passing concern. 

‘ Better send for France, if you are worried. But 
I expect it will be soon over.’ 

‘ I don’t know. It seems worse than usual. The 
man in Paris threatened an operation. And hero we 
are — going up to London in a fortnight ! ’ 

‘ Well, you need only send her to the Browminouth 
hospital, or leave her here with Prance and, U: good 
nurse,’ 

‘ She has the most dbsurd terror of hospitals, 
and I certainly couldn’t leave her,’ said Delia, with 
a farrowed brow. 

‘ You certainly couldn’t stay behind ! ’ Gertrude 
looked up pleasantly. 

‘ Of course I want to come ’ said Delia slowly, 

‘ Why, darling, how could we do without you ? 
You don’t know how you ’re wanted. Whenever I go 
up to town, it’s the same — “When ’s she coming?” 
Of cou.rse they understood you must be here for a 
while, but the heart of things — the things that concern 
us — ^is London.’ 

‘ What did you hear yesterday ? ’ asked Delia, 
helping herself to some very cold coffee. Nothing 
was ever kept warm for her, the owner of the house ; 
everything, was always kept warm for Gertrude.’ „Yet 
the 'fact arose from no Sybajitie tendency whatever 
, on Gertrude’s part. , Food, clothing, 'sleep— no religious 
ascetic could- have been more sparing than she, in her 
demands' upon, them. 'She/ tdok'-them as they came 
—well or ill Supplied ; . too to be either 

grateful or discontented, ' , And what she neglected 
for herself, she equally neglected for other people. 

, ' , : ' v2 
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‘ What did I hear ? ’ repeated Gertrude. ‘ Well, 
of course, everything is msliing on, I'here is to be a 
raid on Parliament as soon as the session begins — and 
a, deputation to Downing Street. A number of now- 
plans and devices are being discussed. And there 
seemed to me to be more volunteers than ever for 
“ special service,” ’ 

She looked up quietly and her eyes met Delia’s ; 

■ — ^in hers a steely ardour, in Delia’s a certain 
trouble. ' 

‘ \?ell, we w-ant some cheering up,’ said the girl, 
rather wearily. ‘ Those last two meetings were— pretty 
depressing ! — and so were the by-elections.’ 

She was thinking of the tw'O open-air meetings at 
Brownmouth and Primpton. There had been no 
violence offered to the speakers, as in the Latch- 
ford case ; the police had seen to that. Her guardian 
had made no appearance at either, satisfied, no 
doubt, after enquiry, that she was not likely to 
come to harm. But the evidence of public disap- 
proval could scarcely have been more chilling — ^more 
complete. Both her speaking, and that of Gertrude 
and Paul' Lathrop, seemed to her to hate dropped 
dead in .exhausted air. An audience , of boys and 
girls— an ' accompaniment of faint jeers, testifying 
rather to boredom than hostility — ^a sense of blank 
waste and futility when all was over : — ^her recollection 
had little else to shew. ' , 

Gertrude interrupted her thoi;ght. 

‘Aly- dear Delia' !— -what- you 'Want. is to get out 
of this backwater, and back into the main, stream. 
Even I get stale here. . But in those great London 
meetings— there onb catches, on again !— one realises 
again — what it all .^uea-ns/ , W%y not come up with 
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me next week^ even if ‘the not ready ? I can't 
have you rtmnmg clown, like this i Let’s hurry up 
and get to London/ - ' , ■ 

The speaker bad risen, and standing behind Delia, 
she laid, her hand on the waves of the girl’s beautiful 
hair. Delia looked up. 

'Yeiy well. Yes, I’ll come. Fve been getting 
depressed. 1 11 come — ^at least if Weston ’s ail right/ 

^ I ’m afraid, Miss Blanchflower, this is' a very seriouB 
business ! ’ 

-Dr. Prance was the speaker. He stood with his 
back to the fire, and his hands behind him, surveying 
Delia with a look of absent thoughtfulness ; the look 
of a man of science on the track of a problem. 

. Delia’s' aspect was one of pale consternation. , She 
had just heard tJiat the only hope of the wmman, now 
wrestling upstairs with agonies" of pain, lay in a critical 
and dangerous operation, for which at least a fortnight’s 
preliminary treatment would be necessary. A nurse, 
was to be sent for at once, and the'Only question to be 
decided was where and by whom the thing w^as' to 
be done. 

■'bWeuaw move her/ said Prance meditatively; 
‘'though L’d rather not. ^ And of course a hospital is 
the’ 'best place/ ■ 

' She won’t go j' ^ Her- mother died in a^hospital, 
and- Weston thinks, she was ‘neglected/ ' . /■".'■ , " 

- ' Absurd'! I' assure, ■.■-y6U;h' said . BTance .iwaiinly. 
' N'pbody is neglected in hospit#/' ; - 

'But bne can’t; persuade -herT^and if she forced 
against her vvill, it Tl'giye her no chance ! said Delia 
in distress.' No,, it must ;be; here. .Y'ou say we can 
' get a good man from BxQwnmouth ? ’ ' . , - 
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They discussed the possibilities of an operation at 
Maumsey. ' : ' . 

Insensibly the doctor’s tone during the conversa- 
tion grew more friendly, as it proceeded. A con- 
vinced opponent of ‘ feminism ’ in all its forms, he had 
thought of Delia hitherto as merely a wrong-headed, 
foolish girl, and could hardly brmg himself to be 
civil |it all to her chaperon, who in his eyes belonged 
to a criminal society, and was almost certainly, at that 
very moment engaged in criminal practices. But Delia, 
absorbed in the distresses, of someone she eared for, 
ail heart and eager sympathy, her loveliness lending 
that charm to all she said and looked which plainer 
women must so frequently do without, was a very 
mollifying and ingi’atiating spectacle. Prance began 
to think her — misled and xmbalancod of course — but 
sound at bottom. He ended by promising to make 
all arrangements himself, and to go in that very 
afternoon to see the great man at Brownmouth. 

'Whm Delia returned to her maid’s room* the 
morphia %vhich had been administered was beginnihg 
to Mke effect, and Weston, an elderly woman with a 
patient, pleasing face, lay comparatively at rest, her 
tfemuldus look expressing at once the keenness, of the 
suffering past, and the bliss of respite. Delia bent 
over her, dim-eyed. , 

‘ Dear Weston — ^we ’ve arranged it all — ^it ’s going 
tp be done here. You ’ll be at home — ^and I shall look 
after yott.’ . 

, Weston put, out a clammy hand and faintly pressed 
Delia’s warni fingers— ■ 

‘ But you were going to London> Miss. I don’t 
want to put you , out so.’ 
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‘ I shan’t go till you ’re oufc of the wood, so go to 
sleep — and don’t worry.’ 

‘ Delia ! — for Heaven’s sake be reasonable. Leave 
Weston to Prance, and a couple of good nurses. She ’ll 
be perfectly looked after. You ’ll put out all our plans 
— ^you ’ll risk everything ! ’ 

Gertrude Marvell had risen from her seat in front 
of a crowded desk. The secretary who generally 
worked with her in the old gnn room, now become 
a militant office, had disappeared in obedience to a 
signal from her chief. Anger and annoyance were 
plainly visible on Gertrude’s small chiselled features. 

Delia shook her head. 

I can’t ! ’ she said. ‘ I ’ve promised. Weston 
has pulled me through two bad illnesses — once when 
I had pneumonia in Paris — and once after a fall out 
riding. I dare say I shouldn’t be here at all, but for 
her. If she ’s going to have a fight for her life — and 
Doctor Prance doesn’t promise she’ll get tlnough — 
I shall stand by her.’ 

Gertrude grew a little sallower than usual as her 
black eyes fastened themselves on the girl before her 
who had hitherto seemed so ductile in her hands. It 
was hot so much the incident itself that alarmed her 
as a certainmew tone in Delia’s voice. 

' ‘ I thought we had agreed~that; mihmg-^notMng , 
—was to come before the Cause!!’ she said quietly, 
but. insffltently. ^ , 

‘ Delia’s laugh wias'embafrassed. ' , . 

‘I neyer promised ito. . desert Weston, Gertrude. 

I couldn’t— any more than I could desert you.’ 

‘We shall want every hand— every ounce of help 
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that can be got— through. January and February. 
You undertook to do some office work, to help in the 
organisation of the processions to Parliament, to speak 

at a number of meetings ’ 

Delia interrupted. 

‘ As soon as Weston is out of danger, 1 11 go — of 
course I ’ll go ! — about a month from now, perhaps 
less. You will have the flat, Gertrude, all the same, 
and as much money as I can scrape together — after 
the operation ’s paid for. I don’t matter a tenth part 
as much as you, you know I don’t ; I haven’t been at 
all a success at these meetings lately ! ’ , , ■ , 

There was a certain young bitterness in the tone. 

‘ Well, of course you know what people will 
say.’ ' . , ■ . 

‘ 'jPiiat I ’ra shirking — giving in ? Weil, you. can 
pontradict it.’ 

Delia turned from the window beside which she 
was standing to look at Gertrude. A pale December 
sunshine shone on the girl’s half-seen face, and On the 
lines of her black dress. A threatening sense of, 
change,: mingled with a masterful desire to break down 
the resistance offered, awoke in Gertrude. But she 
restrained the dictatorial instinct. Instead, she sat 
down beside the desk again, and covered her face with 
her hand. ■ * • 

‘ If I couldn’t contradict it — ^if I couldn’t be sure 
of you — I might as well kill myself,’ she said with 
sudden and volcanic passion, though in a voice scarcely 
raised above its ordinary note. 

Delia came to her impulsively, Imelt down and 
put her arms round. her. : 

‘ You know, you can be sure of me ! ’ she said 
reproachfully. - . . ■ ' 
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Gert.nide held her ■ away from , her. Her eyes 
examiiied the lovely face so close to her, 

^ On the contrary ■!,’'■ Yon 'are being iBfiiieri.€ed 
against me,’ 

Delia laughed, 

‘ By wlionij please ? ’ 

* By the man who has yon in his power— under 
our abominable la'WB.’ 

* By my guardian ? — by Mark Wiiiiiington ? Eeally ! 

Gertrude ! Considering that I had a fresh quarrel 
with him only last- week— on jom account— at Monk 
Lawrence ’ 

Gertrude released herself by a sudden movement, 

* When were you at Monk Lawrence ? ' 

* Why,, that afternoon, when you were in town. 
I missed my train at Latchford, and took a motor 
home.’ There w^as some consciousness in the giiFs 
look and tone which did not escape her compamon. 
She 'was evidently aware that her silence on' 'the 
incident might appear strange to Gertrude. How^- 
ever, she frankly described her adventure, Daunt’s 
surliness, and Winnington’s appearance. 

He arrived in the nick of time, and made Daunt 
let me in. 'Then, while we were going round, he began 
t'o/talk 'ubout- your speech, and wanted to 'make 
me say I was sorry for it. And I wouldn’t And 
'■ then— well, .he thought very poorly 'of mie — ^and we 
parted~ooolly^ We Ve' scarcely _ met since.^- And ; 
. tliat,’s all.’ ^ " 

' ■ * What speech ?•’ „ ; Gertrude' was sitting erect now, 
with qu'eerly bright eyes. .xG’, - , 

' The speech- about 'Sir Wilfrid — at Latohforti’ 

' What e.lse does he expect ? ’ 

don’t know* - .But— well, I, -may as well say,' 
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Gertrude — to. you,. though I ■wouldn’t gay it to him — 
that I — I didn’t much admire that speech either ! ’ 
Delia was now sitting on the floor with her hands 
round her knees, looking up. The slight stiffening 
of her face shewed that it had been an effort to say 
w'hat she had said. 

‘ So you think that Lang ought to be approached 
with “ bated breath and whispering humbleness ” — 
just as he is on the point of trampling us and our 
cause into the dirt ? ’ 

‘ No— certainly not,! But why hasn’t he as good 
a right to his opinion as we to ours — without being , 
threatened with personal violence ? ’ 

Gertrude drew a long breath of amazement. 

‘ I don’t quite see, Delia, why you ever joined 
the “ Daughters ” — or w'hy you stay with them.’ 

‘ That ’s not fair ! ’ — protested Delia, the colour 
flooding in her cheeks. ‘ As for burning stupid villas — 
that are empty and insured — or boathouses— or piers 
— of tea-pavilions, to keep the country in mind of us, 
— that’s one thing. But threatening .persons' with 
violence — that ’s — somehow — another tiling. And as 
to villas and piers even — ^to be quite honest — I some- 
times wonder, Gertrude ! — 1 declare, I ’m beginning 
to wonder ! And ivhy shouldn’t one take up one’s 
policy from time to time and look at , it, all round, 
with a free mind ? We haven’t been doing particularly 
well lately.’ , , , , 

Gertrude laughed — a dry,,' embittered sound— as ' 
she pushed the Tocsin from her. 

' Oh, well,:.of course, if you’re going to desert us in . 
the worst of the fightj. and to' follow your guardian’s , 
lead—.’ : 'V ■ '' ' 

‘ But J ’m not !*’ cried Delia, springing to her feet. 
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‘Try me. Haren’t I promised — a .hundred things 
Didn’t I say all yoU'espeeted'nie to say at Latchford, ? 
And, on the whole ’—her voice, dragged a little — ‘ the 
empty houses and the cricket pavihons— still seem to 
me fair game. It ’s only — ^as to the good it does. Of 
course — ^if it were Monk Lawrence ’ 

‘ Well — if it were Monk Lawrence ? ’ 

‘ I should think that a crime ! I told you so 
before.’ 

‘ Why ? ’ 

Deha looked at her friend with a contracted brow. 

‘ Because — it ’s a national possession ! Lang ’s 
only the temporary owner — the trustee. Wh ’ve no 
right to destroy what belongs to England.’ 

Gertrude laughed again — ^as she rose from the 
tea-table. • i 

‘ WeU, as long as women are slaves, I don’t see what 
England matters to them. However, don’t trouble 
yourself. Monk Lawrence is all right. And Mr. 
Winnington ’s a charmer — ^we all know that.’ 

Delia flushed angrily. But Gertruda, having 
gathered up her papers, quietly departed, leaving 
her final shaft to work. 

Delia went back to her own sitting-roo.m, but was 
too excited, too tremulous indeed, to settle to her 
letters. She had never yet found herself iii direct 
cotlisioE with Gertrude, impetuous as her own temper 
was. Their friendship , had now. lasted nearly three 
years. .She looked back to their West Indian acquain- 
tance,, that first year of adoration, of long-continued 
emotion,— mind and . heart,, .growing and blossoming 
together. ■ Gertrude,, during ,^hat year, had not only 
aroused her pupil’s intfiffigehee.; she had taught a 
motherless girl what , the We of women may he for 
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each ofclier. To make Gertrade happy, to be approved 
by her, to watch her, to sit at her feet — the girl of 
nineteen had asked nothing more. Gertrude’s accom- 
plishments, her coolness, her self-reliance, the delicate 
precision of her small features and frame, the grace 
pi her quiet movements, her cold sincerity, the un- 
yielding scorns, the passionate loves and hates that -were 
gradually to be discovered belo'w the even dryness 
of her manner, — by these Delia had been captured ; 
by these, indeed, she was still held. Gertrude was to 
her everything that she herself was not. And when 
her father had insisted on separating her from,, her 
friend, her wild resentment and her girlish longing 
for the forbidden had only increased Gertrude’s charm 
tenfold. 

The eighteen' mouths of their separation, too, , 
had coincided with the rise of that violent episode 
in the feminist movement which was represented by 
the founding and organisation of the ‘ Daughters ’ 
society. Gertrude though not one of the first con- 
trivers and instigators of it, had been among The 
earliest of its converts.' Its initial successes had been 
the subject of ail her letters to Delia; Delia had 
\yalked on air to read them. At last the world was 
moving, was rushing— and it seemed that Gertrude 
■was in the van. Women w-ere at last coming to their 
own; forcing men to acknowledge them as equals 
and comrades ; and able to win victory; not by the 
old whining and wheedling, but by their ow'u strength. 
The intoxication of it .filled the girl’s days and nights. 
She , thought endlessly of processions and raids, of 
street-preaching, or Hyde,; Park meetings, Gertrude 
went to prison for a, few days, as the result of, a raid 
on Do'wrdng Street.; Delia, in one dull hotel after 
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' another, wearily following her father from ‘ cure ’ to 
‘ cure,’ dreamed hungrily and enviously of Gertrude’s 
more heroic fate. Everything in those days was haloed 
for her — the Movement, its first violent acts, what; 
Gertrude did, and what Gertrude thought — she saw 
it all transfigured and aflame. 

And now, since her father’s death, they had been 
four months together — she and her friend — ^in the 
closest intimacy, sharing — or so Delia supposed— 
every thought and every prospect. Delia for the 
greater part of that time had been all glad submission 
and unquestioning response. It was quite natural— 
absolutely right — that Gertrude should command her 
house, her money, her daily hfe. She only \raited 
for Gertrude’s orders ; it woirld be her pride to CaiTy- 
them out. Until 

What had happened ? The girl, standing motion- 
less beside her window, confessed to herself, as she 
had not been willing to confess to Gertrude, that 
something had happened— some change of climate 
and temperature in her own life. 

In the first place, the Movement was not prosper- 
ing. Why deny it? Who could deny it? Its first 
successes were long past ; its uses as advertisement 
were exhausted ; the old violences and audacities, as 
they were repeated, fell dead. , The cause of Woman 
Suffrage had certainly * not advanced., Cheek - 'after 
cheek had been inflicted on it. The number of its 
supporters, in the. House of Commons had gone down 
and down. By-elections were only -adding constantly 
to the number of its opponents'. " 

,' ' ‘Well, , what then? '•“risaid- the stalwarts of the 
party — ‘ More outrages, more arson, more violence! 
Wo must win at last !’, And, meanwhile, blowing. 
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through England like a steadily increasing gale, 
could be felt the force of public anger, public con- 
denmation. 

Delia -since her return to England had felt the 
chill of it, for the first time, on her own nerves and 
conscience. For the first time she had winced — 
.morally — even while she mocked at her own shrinking. 

Was that Gertrude pacing outside ? The day was 
dark and stormy. But Gertrude, who rarely took a 
. walk for pleasure, scarcely ever missed the exorcise- 
which w'as necessary to keep her in health. Her 
.slight figure, wrapped in a fur cape, paced a sheltered 
walk. Her shoulders were bent, her eyes on the 
ground. Suddenly it struck Delia that she had begun 
to stoop, that she looked older and thinner than 
usual. 

‘ She is killing herself ! ’ — ^thought the girl in 
a sudden anguish — ‘ killing herself with w'ork and 
anxiety. And yet slie always says she is so strong. 
What can I do ? There is nobody that matters to 
her-r-nobody ! — but me ! ’ 

And she recalled all she knew-— it was very little— 
of Gertrude’s personal history. She had been un- 
, happy at home. Her mother, a widow, had never 
been able to get on with her eider daughter, while 
petting and spoiling her only son and her younger 
girl, who was.: ten years Gertrude’s junior. Gertrude 
had been left a. small sum of money by a woman 
friend, and had spent it -in going to a -West-country 
university and taking honours-, in - history. She . never 
spoke nowof eitherher mother or her sister. Her sister 
was married, but Gertrude held no communicatien 
with her or her children. DeliAHad always felt .it 
impossible to ask questions; about her, and believed, 
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' . a. , 'thrilled, , sense,,. , o,f, .mystery^ . ', that ,„ , some,. : ..tragic,., 

incident or experience had separated 'the -two sisters. 
Her brother also, it seemed, was as dead to her. But 
on all such personal matters Gertrude's silence was 
insuperable, and Delia knew no more of them than 
on the first day of their meeting. 

Indomitable figure ! Worn with effort and struggle 
—worn above all with hating, Delia looked at it 
with a sob in her throat. Surely, surely, the great 
passioB, the great uplifting faith they had felt in 
common, was vital, v/as true ! Only, somehow, after 
the large dreams and hopes of the early days, to come 
down to this perpetual campaign of petty law-breaking, 
and futile outrage, to these odious meetings and 
shrieMiig newspapers, was to be — well, discouraged !— 

* Only, she is not wearied, or discouraged ! * thought 
Delia despairingly. ‘ And why am I ? ’ 

Was it liatefu% true — after all — that she was 
being influenced — drawn away ? 

The girl flushed, breathing quick. She must 
master herself ! — get rid of this foolish obsession of 
Winnington's presence and voice — of a pair of grave, 
kind eyes-^^a look now perplexed, now sternly bright 
—a personality, limited no doubt, not very accessible 
to what Gertrude called ^ ideas/' not quick .to catch 
the fast new thing,, but' honest, noble/ tender, through 
and through,. '' ' 

Afeurd'! She was holding 'hex. own 'with him; 
she , would hold' her mwm, That yery day hhe must 
grapple with him, afresh. ^ Sho ;had'Bent a note 
that morning,. and he had replied in' a'" massage that 
ho would ride over to luncheon.- ■ . ■ • ■ 

Bor the 'question of money' ;m^as urgent, Delia 
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■was already o-verdrawn.. Yet supplies were •wanted 
for the newly rented flat, ' for Weston’s operation, 
for Gertrude’s expenses ' in London — for a hundred 
things. ■ 

She paced up and down, imagining the conversa- 
tion, framing eloquent defences for her conduct, and 
again, from time to time, meanly, shamefacedly 
reminding herself of Winnington’s benefit under the 
will. If she was a nuisance, she 'was at least a faiiiry 
profitable nuisance. , , - ■ ! 

'Winnington duly arrived at liuieheon. She two , 
ladies appeared to him as usual—Gertrude Marvell, 
self-possessed and quietly ga}', ready to handle politicjj 
or books, on so light a note, that Winnington’s acute 
recollection of her, as the haranguing Fury on the 
Latehford waggon, began to seem absurd even to him- 
self. Delia also, lovely, restless, ■with bursts of talk, 
and more significant bm-sts of silence, produced on 
him her normal effect — as of a creature made for all 
delightful uses, and someho^w jangled and out of 
tune, '■ ■ . ' ' ' , 

After luncheon, she led the way to her own sitting- 
room. ’ I am afraid I must talk business,’ she said 
abruptly as she closed the door and stood confronting 
him. ‘ I am overdrawn, Mr. Winnington, and I must 
have some more money.- 

Winnington laid down his cigarette, and looked at 
her in open-mouthed amazement. 

‘ O'verdrawn ! — but — we agreed-—— ’ 

‘ I 'kao-w. You gave me what you thought was - 
ample. Well» I have spent it,, and there is nothing 
left to pay house bills, or '.servants with, or—or 
anything,’ ; 
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Her pale defiance gave hijfi at once a hint of the 
truth. , ... 

‘ I fear I must ask what it has been spent on,’ 
he said, after a, pause. 

‘ Certainly. I gave five hundred pounds of it in 
one cheque to Miss Marvell. Of course you will guess 
how it has been spent.’ 

Wimiington took up his cigarette again, and 
smoked it thoughtfully. His colour was, perhaps, 
a little higher than usual. 

‘ I am sorry you have done that. It makes it 
rather awkward both for you and for me. Perhaps I 
had better explain. The lawyers have been settling 
the debts on your father’s estate. That took a con- 
siderable sum. A mortgage has been paid off, 
according to directions in Sir Eobert’s will. And 
some of the death duties have been paid. For the 
moment there is no money at all in the trust 
account. I hope to have replem'shed it by the 
Hew Year, when I understood you would want 
fresh funds.’ 

He sat on the arm of a chair and looked at her 
quietly. 

Delia made no attempt at explanation or argument. 
After a. short silence, she said — . 

‘ What will you do ? ’ 

* I must, of course, lend you some of my own.’ ' 

Delia flushed violently. 

, ‘ That, is surely absurd, Mr. Wimiington I My 

father left, a large, sum !’; '■ . . . 

*;As his trustee I can only repeat that until some 
further securities are realisedyrwhich may take a 
Httle time-^i have no money. ; But. you inust have 
money — servants and tradesinen can’t go unpaid. 
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I -wffl give you,., therefore, ' a cheque on my own bank 
~to replace that fiye hundred pounds.’ 

He drew hia cheque book from his breast pocket. 
Delia was stormily walking up and down. It struck 
him sharply, first that she was wholly taken by 
surprise ; and next that shock and emotion play 
finely with such a face as hers. He had never seen 
her so splendid. His own pulses ran. 

, .. ‘.This— this is not at all what I want, Mr. Wihhing- 
ton i I want my own money — my father’s money ! 
Why should I distress and ineonvehience you?’ 

.* I have tried to explain.’ 

' , . ' ‘ Then let the lawyers find it somehow. ■ Aren’t , 
they there to do such things ? ’ 

/ ‘I assure you this is simplest. I happen’ — he 
smiled — ‘ to have enough in the bank. Alice and I 
can manage quite well till January ! ’ 

The mention of Mrs. Mathesou was quite intoler- 
able in Delia’s ears. She turned upon him — 

I can’t accept it ! You oughtn’t to ask it.' 

‘ I think you must accept it,’ he said with decision. 
‘But the important question with me is— the further 
question — am I not really bound, to restore this money 
to your father’s estate?’ 

Delia stared at him bewildered. 

, ‘ What (fo you mean ? ’ , . 

* Your father made me his trustee in order that 
I might protect his vmoney — ^from uses of ; which he 
disapproved; — ^and protect you, if I could, from actions 
and companions he droai^d. : This five hundred pounds 
has gone— where- he - expressly wished it to go. 

It seems to me that, I axn' iiable, and that I ought to 
i-epay.'^ , ';A '■ ^ ■' , 

- Delia gaspe,d. \ 



, DELIA BLANOHELOWIR 227 

‘ I never heard anything so ahsard ! ’ 

‘I wiU consider it,’ he' said gravely, ‘ It is a 
case of conscience. .Meanwhile —he began to write 
the cheque — ^ here is the money. Only, let me warn 
you, dear Miss Delia,— if this were repeated, I might 
find myself embarrassed. I am not a rich man ! ’ 
Silence. He finished writing the cheque, and 
handed it to her. Delia pushed it away, and it 
dropped on the table between them. 

‘ It is simply tyranny — ^monstrous tyranny-^- 
that I should be coerced like this ! ’ she said, cholung. 
‘ You must feel it so yourself ! Put yourself in my 
place, Mr. Winnington.’ 

‘ I , think — ^I am first bound — to try and put myself 
in yom* father’s place,’ he said with vivacity. ‘ MTiere 
has that money gone. Miss Delia ? ’ 

He rose, and in his turn began to pace the little 
room. ‘ It has been proved, in evidence, that a great 
deal of this outrage is paid outrage — that it could 
not be carried on without money — however madly 
and fanatically devoted, however personally dis- 
interested the organisers of it may be — such as Miss 
Marvell. Y'ou have; therefore, taken your father’s 
money , to provide for this payment— payment for 
, all that his soul most abhorred. His will was his 
last painful effort to prevent, this being dong. And 
yet — you have done it 1 ' , . , 

He looked at her steadily. . : 

' , ‘ One may. 'seem to do evil ’—she' panteid— * but 
we' have a faith, a cause/; whieh' justifies it 
He shook his head sadly. " V ' 

Delia sat very stilly tormented "by a score .of harassing 
thoughts. If she could not provide money for the 
' Daughters,’ what particular use could she be to 
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Gertnxde, or Gertrude’S' Gox]aimt.tee ? 8iie eould spealc, 
and''vvalli in processions/ aud break up meetings. Bui 
so cotild hundreds of others. It was her fortune— - 
she knew it— that; had made her so important in 
Gertrude’s eyes. It had always been assumed between 
them that a little daring and a little adroitness would 
break through the meshes of her father’s wdlL And 
how difficult it was turning out to be ! / 

, At that moment, an idea occurred to her. Her 
face, responsive as a wave to the wind; relaxed. 
Its sultenness disappeared in sudden brightness— hr 
something like triumph. She raised her eyes. Their 
tremulous, half w^himsioal look set Winrdngtou 
wondering what she could be going to say next. 

‘ You seem to have beaten me,’ she said, with a 
little nod — ‘ or you think j’-ou have.’ 

‘T have no thoughts that you mightn’t know,’ 
was the quiet reply. 

‘ You want me to promise not to do it again ? ’ 

* If you mean to keep it.’ 

As he stood by the fire, looking down upon her 
rather sternly— she yet perceived in his grey eyes 
something of that expression she had seen there at 
their first meeting— as though the heart of a good 
man tried to speak to her.. The same expression— 
and yet different ; with something added and inter* 
fused, which moved her strangely. 

‘ ‘ Odd as it may seem, I will.keep it! ’ she said. ‘ Yet 

without giving up any earlier purpose, dr promise, 
whatever.’ Each word was emphasised.-. , 

' His face changed. • . ; ■ , , ■ ' , 

■' ‘ I won’t, worry yoM 'in ‘any. such -way -.again, l.'she 
added hastily and proudly/ , ' - ' . ■ ' , ' 

Some other words' Were on her lips, but- she cheoked 
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ilieriL She liekl out- lier'lm-nd; fox the cheque, and the 
smile wiUi which she accepted; it, after her preceding 
passion, pujsded Mm. k- ' . ' ^ ^ 

She locked up the cheque in a dra-wt3r of her ■wririiig- 
tahle. Wilmington’s horse passed the window, and. 
he rose to go. She accompanied 'him to the hall door 
and waved a light farew'dl. Wiiiningtoii’s response was 
ceremoBious. A sure instinct told him to shew iio^ 
further softness. His dilemma was getting worse and 
“worse, and Lady Tonbridge ■ had been no use to hhii 
whatever. ' ' ' ' 


OHAPTEE XII 


One of the first days of the New Year rose clear 
frosty. When the ypnng housemaid who had tem- 
porarily replaced Weston as Delia’s maid drew back 
her curtains at half-past seven, Delia caught a vision of 
an opaline sky with a few fading stars. A strewing 
of snow’ lay on the ground, and the bare black trees 
rose, vividly separate, on the white stretches of grass. 
Her window’ looked to the north along the bases of 
the low range of hills which shut in the. valley and the 
village. A patch of paler colour on the purple slope 
of the hills naarked the long front of Monk Lawrence. 

As she sleepily roused herself, she saw her bed 
littered with dark objects — tw’O leather boxes of some 
size, and a number of miscellaneous cases — and when 
the maid had left the room, she lay still, looking, at 
them. They were the signs and symbols of an enquiry 
she had lately been conducting into her possessions, 
which seemed to her to have yielded very satisfactory 
results. They represented in the main |;he cPntents,. 
of a certain cupboard in the wall of her bedroom 
where Lady Blahchflower had always kept her jew'els> 
apd where, in eQnsequenoe, Weston had so far locked 
away all that Delia possessed. Here were all bet 
own gjrlish ornaments — costly things which her father 
had given her at intervals' during the three or four 
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jeai’S since her coming, oitt ; hpe were her mother’s 
jewels, which Sir Eobert had -sent to his bankers’ 
after bis wife’s death, and had never seen again during 
his lifetime ; and here w'ere also a number of family 
jewels which had belonged to Delia’s grandmother, 
and had remained, after Lady Blanchflower’s death, 
in the custody of the family lawyers, till Delia, to 
whom they had been left by will, had appeared to 
claim them. 

Delia had always known that she possessed a 
quantity of valuable things, and had hitherto felt 
but small interest in them. Gertrude’s influence 
and her ovm idealism had bred in her contempt for 
gauds. It was the worst of breeding to wear anything 
for its mere , money value ; and nothing whatever 
should be worn that wasn’t in itself beautiful. Lady 
Blanchflower’s taste had been, in Delia’s eyes, 
abominable ; and her diamonds — tiaras, pendants and 
the rest — ^had absolutely nothing to recommend them 
but their slieer brute cost. After a few glances at 
them, the girl had shut them up and forgotten them. 

But they were diamonds, and they must be worth 
some, thousands. 

It was this idea which bad flashed upon her during 
her last, talk with Winnington, and she had. been 
brooding over it,and ponderingit ever since, 'Winning- 
ton himself was away. He and his sister had. been 
spending Christmas with some cousins in the midlands. 
Meanwhile Delia recognised that , Ms relation to her 
had been, soms'V^hat .strained. His letters' to' her on 
various points. of business' had'been. more formal than 
usual ; and though, he liad sbnt;. her'a pocket Keats 
for ii' Christmas pi’esentvit’liad.Mrived accompanied 
merely by his ‘kind, regards and she' had felt 
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iinre,a( 3 oaaMy aggrieved,, and much inclined to send it 
hack, His: cheque meanwhile for £500 had gone into 
Delia’s bank. No help for it— considering all the 
Ohristmas bills which had been pouring in ! But she 
panted for the time when she could return it. 

As for his threat of permanently refunding the 
money out of his own pocket, she remembered it 
with soreness of spirit. Too bad ! 

, Well, there they lay, on the counterpane all round 
her— the means of checkmating her guardian. Eor 
wliile she was rummaging in the wall-safe, the night 
before, suddenly the fire had gone down, and the 
room had sunk to freezing point. Delia, brought up 
- in warm climates, had jumped shivering into bed, and 
there, heaped round with the contents of the cupboard, 
had examined a few more cases, till sleep and cold 
overpowered her. 

In the grey morning light she opened some of 
the cases again. Vulgar and ugly, if you like — but 
undeniably, absm'dly worth money ! Her dark eyes 
caught the sparkle of the jewels running through her 
fingers. These tasteless things — mercifully— were her 
own— her very own. Winnington had nothing to 
say to them ! She could wear them — or give theih — 
or 'sell them,;as she pleased. 

, She waf alternately exultant, and strangely full 
of a fluttering anxiety. The thought of returning 
Winnington’s cheque was sweet to her. ' But her 
disputes yrith him had begun to cost her more than 
she had ever imagined they -could oi: would. And 
the particular way out, which, a few weeks before, she 
had so impatiently desired— that he shoiild resign 
the guardianship, and leate her to battle with the 
Court of Chancery as best she could— was no longer so 
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attractive to her. To be cherished and cared for by 
Mark Wiiinington — 'no woman yet but had found it 
delightful. Insensibly Delia, had grown aeeustomed 
to it— to his comings and goings, I'lis business-ways., 
abrupt sometimes, even peremptory, but informed 
always by a kindness, a selflessness that amazed her. 
Everyone wanted his help or advice, and he must 
refuse now — as he had never refused before — because 
his time and thoughts were so much taken up with 
his ward’s affairs. Delia knew that she was eh'kied ; 
and knew also that the neighbours thought her an 
ungrateful, unmanageable hoyden, totally unworthy 
of such devotion. 

She sat up in bed, dreaming, her hands round her 
knees. Ko, she didn’t want Winnington to give her 
up ! Especialljr since she had found this easy way 
out. Why should there be any more friction between 
them at all ? All that he gave her henceforward 
should be religiously spent on the normal and necessary 
things. She would keep accounts if he liked, like any 
good little girl, and shew them up. Let him do with 
the trust fund exactly what he pleased. For a long 
time at any rate, she could be independent of it. ^ Why 
had she never thought of such a device btfore ? 

But how to realise the jewels ? In all business 
affairs, Delia was the merest child, She had been 
brought up in the midst of large expenditure, of which 
she bad been quite unconscious. All pre-ocenpation 
with money had seemed to her mean and pettifogging. 
Have it !— and spend it ' on . what you, want. But 
wants must be governed by ideas— by ethical standards. 
'To ■ waste money on - persoml- luxury, on eating, 
drinking, clothes, or any form of mere display, in such 
a world as Gertrude Marv^ had unveiled to her, 
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seemed to Delia contemptible, aad idiotic. One must 
have some nice elotbes~some, beauty in one’s sur- 
roundings — and the means of Imhg as one mshed to 
live. Otherwise, to fume and fret about money, to be 
coveting instead of giving, bupng and bargaining 
instead of thinking— or debating— was degrading. 
She loathed shopping. It was the drug which put 
women’s minds to sleep. 

Who would help her ? She pondered. She would 
tell no one till it was done ; not even Gertrudej 
W'hose cold, changed manner to her hurt the girl’s 
proud sense to think of. 

‘ I must do it properly — I wmn’t be cheated ! ’ 

The Lor. don lawyers ? No! The local solicitor, 
Mr. Masham ? No ! Her vanity was far too keenly 
conscious of their real opinion of her, through all 
their politeness. 

Lady Tonbridge ? No 1 She was Mark Winning- 
ton’s intimate friend — and a constitutional Suffragist. 
At the notion of consulting her — on the means of 
providing funds for ‘ militancy ’—Delia sprang out 
of bed, and went to her dressing, dissolved in 
laughter. , , ■ ■ 

And presently — ^sobered again, and , soft-eyed — 
she was /stealing along the passage to Weston’s door 
for a word with the trained nurse who ■was now in 
charge. Just a week now — ^to the critical tlay- 


, ‘Is- Miss Marvell in? Ask if she will see Mr. 
Lathrop for a few minutes ? ’ ^ ‘ , , , - - 

Paul Lathrop,’ left to himself, jppked round Delia’s 
drawing-roOrrt... It set -his teeth' ;6h . edge. "W'hat pic- 
tures-T-what furniture ! / A, certain mellowness born 'of 
sheer time, no doiibt— but with all its, ugly ingredients 
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still repulsively visible. Why didn’t the heiress bum 
everything and begin again ? Was all her money 
to be spent on burning other people’s property, v?hen 
her own was so desperately in need of the pm'ging 
process — or on dreary meetings and unreadable news- 
papers ? Lathrop was already tired of these delights ; 
his essentially Hedonist temper was re-asserting itself. 
The ‘ movement ’ had excited and interested him for 
a time; had provided besides easy devices for 
annoying stupid people. He had been eager to speak 
and write for it, had persuaded himself that he really 
cared. 

But now candour — and he was generally candid 
with himself — ^made him confess that but for Delia 
Blanchfiower he would already have cut his connection 
with the whole thing. Pie thought with a mixture 
of irony and discomfort of his ‘ high-falutin’ ’ letter 
to her. 

‘ And here I am — hanging round her ’ — he said 
to himself, as he strolled about the room, peering 
through his eye-glass at its common vases, and 
trivial knick-knacks — ‘ just because Blaycles bothers 
me. I might as W'ell cry for the moon. But she ’a 
worth watching, by Jove. One gets copy out of her, 

/ if nothing else ! I vow I can’t understand , why my 
dithyrambs move her so little-r-she ’s dithyrambic 
enough herself!’ , . ' , ' ■ ' ; . ' ... 

The door opened.^ He quickly pulled "himself 
together. Gertrude Marvell camh in, and 'as she gave 
him an absent greeting,' he was vaguely ktruck by some 
change in her aspect, as'. Delia had long been. She 
had always seemed to him a cold, half-human being, 
inwall ordinary matters. .But. ' how ' she was paler, 
thinner, more, remote than ever. ‘ Nerves strained — 
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probably, sleeptess^^- he said .to himself. ‘ B ’s the 
pace they will live at — ^it.idlls,them aD.’ 

^i'his kind of comment ran. at the back of his brain, 
while he plunged into the * business ’ — ^^vhich was 
his pretence for calling. Gertrude, as a District 
Organiser of the League of Eevolt, liad entrusted him 
•vwth the running of various meetings in small places, 
along the coast, for which it humiliated hipa to 
remember that he had agreed to be paid. For at 
his very feat call upon them, Miss Marvell had 
divined his impecunious state, and pounced upon 
him as an agent — ^unknown, he thought, to Miss 
Blanchflower. He came now to report what had 
been done, and to ask if the meetings should be' 
continued. 

Gertrude ^larvell shook her head. 

‘ I have had some letters about your meetings. 
I doubt whether they have been worth wliile.’ 

Miss Marvell’s mamier was that of an employer to 
an employee. Lathrop’s vanity winced. 

‘ May I know what was wrong with them ? ’ 
Gertrude Marvell considered. Her gesturej uncon- 
: seiously judicial, annoyed Latfeop still further. 

loo much argument, I hear, — and too; little 
feeling. Our people wanted more about the women 
in prison. And it was thought that you apologised 
too much for the outrages.’ 

The last word emerged qiiite simply, as the only 
fitting one:. \ , ' / ' , ' 

. Bathrop laughed,— rather angrily. 

* You must be aware,' Miss Marvell, that the public 
.thinks they wanh defence.’ , /■' 

‘ Not from' us ! ’ she said, - with energy. '* No one 
speaking for us must- eyer' apologise for militant acts. 
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It takes ali the heart out of our people. J ustify them-- 
glory in them — as much as you Eke.’ 

There v/as a pause, / ' * 

‘ Then you have no more ■work for me ? ’ said 
Jjathrop at last. 

‘ We need not, I tiiink, trouble you again. Your 
cheque will of course be sent from head-quarters.’ 

' That doesn’t matter,’ said Lathrop hastily. 

The reflection crossed his mind that there is an 
insolence of -ft’ornen far more odious than the insolence 
of men. 

‘ After ali they are our inferiors ! It doesn’t do to 
let them command us,’ he thought furiously. 

He rose to take his leave. 

‘ You are going up to London ? ’ 

‘ I am going. Miss Blanehflo'wer stay.s behind, 
because her maid is ill.’ 

He stood hesitating. Gertrude lifted her eyebro'ws 
as though he puzzled her. She never had liked him, 
and by now all her instincts ■were hostile to him. 
His clumsy figure and slovenly dress offended her, 
and the touch of something g^eandiose in his heavy 
bro^w, and reddi.sh-goId hair^ seemed to her merely 
theatrical. Her information ■was that he had been no 
use as a campaigner.. Why on earth did he keep her 
waiting ? , ^ ■ ^ ■' . ■ - 

, * I suppose you have heard some of the, talk going 
about?’ he said at last, shooting out the yfoirds. 

■ ' ‘What talk?’;:, , . ■■■■ '■ ‘ , 

‘.They ’re' VGrjy;;anxibu3; about '.Monk Lawrence — 
after' your 'Speech,'. ' 'And- '-there 'are- absurd stories. 
Women have beenAeehfrat .'night— and so bn,’ 

'' Gertrude laughed.;: ' -y '' 

‘ The more panic the, . better— -for us.* 
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, * Yes— so long as it • stops, tliere. But if anything 
happened to that place, the whole neighbourhood 
would turn detective— myself included.’ 

He looked at her steadily. She leant one thin 
hand on a table behind her. 

‘ No one of* course would have a better chance 
than you. You are so near.’ 

Their eyes crossed. ‘ By George ! ’ he thought — 
‘ you ’re in it. I believe to God you ’re in it.’ 

And at that moment he felt that he hated the 
willowy, intangible creature who had just treated him 
with contempt. . ■ 

But as they coldly touched hands, the door opened 
again, and Delia appeared. 

‘ Ob, I didn’t mean to interrupt ’ — she said, 
retreating. 

‘ Come in, come in ! ’ said Gertrude. ‘ We have 
finished our business— and Mr. Lathrop I am sure 
will excuse me— I must get some letters off by post.’ 

And iwth the curtest of bows she disappeared. 

‘I brought you a book, Miss Blancbflower,’ 
Lathrop nervously began, diving into a large and 
sagging pocket . ‘ You said you wanted to see Madame 
de Noailles’ second volume.’ 

' .-He brought out ‘Les Eblouissements,’ and laid it 
on the table beside her. Delia thanked him, and 
then, all in a moment, as she stood beside him, a 
thought struck her, -She turned her great eyes full 
upon him, , and he saw the colour rushing into her 
cheeks, ^ \ ■ 

* Mr. Lathrop !’’ ^ 

'•'YesV'' ; 

‘ Mr. Lathrop— I— I dreadfully want some practical 
advice. And I. don’t, know vfhom to ,ask.,’ 
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The soreness of his •wounded self-love vanished in a 
moment, . , 

‘ What can I do for. you;? ’ he asked eagerly. And 
at once his own personality seemed to expands to 
tlii’owoft’ the shadow of something- ignoble it had worn 
in Gertrude’s presence. Por Delia, looking at him, 
was attracted by liim. The shabby clothes made no 
impression upon her, but the blue eyes did. And the 
childishness which still survived in her, beneath all her 
intellectualisms, came impulsively to the surface. 

‘ Mr. Lathrop, do you — do you know anything 
about jewelry ? ’ 

‘ Jeweh'y ? Nothing ! — except that I have dabbled 
in pretty things of that sort as I have dabbled in 
most things. I once did some designing for a man 
who set up— in Bond Street — ^to imitate Lalique. Why 
do you ask ? I suppose you have heaps of jewels ? ’ 

‘ Too many. I want to sell some jewels.’ 

‘ Sell ? — But ’ He looked at her in astonish- 

ment. 

She reddened still more deeply, but spoke -with 
a frank charm. 

‘ You thought I was rich ? Weil, of course I 
ought to be. My father -was rich. But at present 
I have nothing of my o-wn — nothing ! It is all in 
trust— and I can’t get at it. But I mtisi have some 
monby.f Wait here a moment 1’ : , ' / 

She ran out of the room. When she came back 
she was carrying a miscellaneous armful, of jewellers’ 
eases. She threw them down on .the sofa. ; - 

‘They, are all hidepus-^ut I am sui*e, they ’re 
worth a' great deal .of money,’ 

And she opened them with fiasty lingers before Ha 
astonished eyes. In hk • restless existence he had 
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ace-uipuiated various odd; v$ins of knowledge,, and he 
knew someihing of the, jewelry trade of London. He 
had not only '"drawn deagas, he had speculated — 
unluckily— in ‘ Be Beers.’ For a short time diamonds 
!md been an obsession with him, then Burmah rubies. 
He had made money out of neither ; it was not 
in his horoscope to make money out of anything. 
However there was the result — a certain amount of 
desultory information. 

He took up one piece after another, presently 
drawing a magnifying glass out of his pocket to examine 
them the better. 

. ‘.Well, if you want money ’ — ^he said at last, put* , 
ting down a rivim'e which had belonged to Delia's 
mother^ — ‘ That alone will give you some thousands 1 ’ 

- Delia’s eyes danced with satisfaction — then 
darkened. 

‘ That * was Mamma’s. Papa bought it at Con- 
stantinople — from an old Tm'kish Governor — who had 
robbed a province — ^spent the loot in Paris on his 
wivesr— and then had to disgorge half Ids fortune — ^to 
the Sultan-r-who got wind of it. Papa bought it a 
great bargain, and was awfully proud of it. But after 
Mamma died, he sent it to the bank, and never thought 
of it again. I couldn’t wear it, of coarse— I was 
too young.’ 

‘ How much money do you want ? ’ 

‘ Oh, a few thousands,’ said Delia vaguely., ,' ‘ h’ive 
hundred pounds, first of all.’ ; , 

‘ And who will sell them for you ? * 

She frowiied in perplexity. ; : 

• ‘I—I don’t know.’'; ^ 

‘ You don’t wish to ask kir. Winm'ngton ? ’ 

• Certainly , not ! They have nothing to do with 
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him. They are my oto personal property,’ she added 

‘ Still be might object. Ought you rrot to ask 

‘I shall not tell him!’ She straightened her 
shoulders. ‘ He has far too much bother on my 
account akeady.’ 

‘ Of course, if I could do anything for you — I should 
be delighted. But I don’t know why you should 
trust me. You don’t know anytliing about me 1 ’ 
He laughed uncomfortably. 

— in some confusion. It seemed 
to him she suddenly realised she had done something 
siinukuah: ■ 

py;vj|t;ik:Tery;: kind : of wou:!© .suggest :;it;;;’-^:;sbe;:tsaffl^^ 
yhesilhiing.ty:;:t^ ;•••:■ ‘t yy -t; :ty:^v;;;y::v^t';::y 

‘ Not at aU. It would amuse me. I have some 
ithreadSyL ;cah^ipick up stiii-^n Bohd:;: StreetyyJTiet't'niey 
advise you to concentrate on that rivUre. If you 
really feel inclined to trust me, I will take it to a man 
; I know:; ' he wih show it to,— — ’ he hamedya fanadus" 
;hrm.sy;|‘iln;' uvlewydays— well, give ^me- a- weeks-^ud':' 
I undertake to bring you proposals. If you accept 
them, I will collect the money for you at once — or 


Delia clasped her hands. 

‘ A week ! Y'ou think it might all be, finished 
in a week?’ 

‘ Oertainly — thereabouts. These things , he 
:touched::the :(Kamonds---^‘ : are; practically money.’: ; 

, Delia sat rorninatmg^ with a bright excited face. 
Then a serious expression rettirhed.; She looked up. 

‘ Mr. Lathrop, this ought to be a matter of business 
between us — if you do me so great a service.’ 
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' ‘You mean, I ougM; to take:: a commissicn ? ’ he 
said oalmty. , ‘ I shall do nothing of the kind.’ 

‘ It 33 more than I ought to accept ! ’ she cried. 
‘ Let Tonr kindness — indlude what I wish.’ 

He shook his fair hair impatiently, 

‘ Why should you take aw^ay all my pleasure in 
the little adventure ? ’ 

She looked embarrassed. He went on — , 

, ‘.Besides we are comrades — ^we have stood together 
in the fight. I expect this is for the Cause ! If so, 
■I ought to be angry that you even suggested it ! ’ , 
Don’t be angry! ’ she said gravely, ‘I meant 
nothing unkind. Well, I thank you very much— and 
there are the diamonds.’ 

She gave him the case, with a quiet deliberate 
movement, as if to emphasise her trust in him. The 
'simplicity with which it was done pricked him un- 
comfortobly. ‘ I ’m no thief I ’ — ^lie thought angrily. 

‘ She’s safe enough with me. All the same, if she knew 
— she wouldn’t speak to me — she wouldn’t admit me 
into her house. She doesn’t know — and , I am a cad, ! ’ 
‘You can’t the least understand what it means 
to be allowed to do you a service ! ’ he said with 
emotion. 

But. the' tone evidently displeased her. She once 
more formally thanked him ; then sprang up and began 
to put the cases on the sofa together.. As she did so, 
steps bn the gravel outside were heard through the 
low casement window. Delia turned with a start, arid 
saw Mark.Witmington approaching the front door. 

Don’t say anything phase ! ’ she .said urgently. 

*. .This has hpthing -to,' do. ^th. my gaardian.’ '' 

And opening the ^door of a lacquer cabinet, 
she hurriedly packed the jewelry inside wdth all the 
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speed she could. , Her , .fiu'sbed cheek shewed her 
humiliated by the action.' v . ' ' , . 

Wianington stood in the doorway, silent and 
v?aifcing. After a hasty- greeting to the newcomer, 
Delia was nervously bidding Lathrop good-bye. 

‘ In a week ! ’ he said, under his breath, as she 
gave him her hand. 

‘ A week ! ’ she repeated, evidently impatient for 
him to be gone. He exchanged a curt bow with 
Vvh'nnington, and the door closed on him. 

There was a short silence. Winnington remained 
standing, hat in hand. He was in riding diess — a 
commanding figure, his lean face reddened, and the 
waves of his grizzled hair slightly loosened, by a 
buffeting wind. Delia, stealing a glance at him, 
divined a coming remonstrance,, and aw'aited it with 
a strange mixture of fear, and pleasure. They, had 
not met for ten days .; and she stammered out some 
New Year’s ^Yishes. She hoped that he and Mrs. 
Matheson had enjoyed their visit. 

But without any reply to her politeness, he said 
abruptly — ; 

‘. Were you arranging some business with Mr. 
Lathrop?'’' 

She supposed he was' thinking of the militant 
campaign. . '• ■■ - . • ;■ . : 

, ■ ‘ %s,’ she said eagerly. . V^es,..! was .arranging 
some business.’ . 

Wiuaington’s.eyeA.'examined'her. ' ' 

‘ Hiss Delia, wdiat .db';ypiafknow about that man ? 
—except that story— wMchvLuhderstand Miss Marvell 
told 'you.’ ' 

‘.NotMng — ^notliing at alll ■ Except— except that 
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lie speaks at out .meetings, and generally gets, us 
into hot water. He has a lot of interesting books — 
and drawings— in his cottage ; and he has lent me 
Madame de Noailles’ poems. Won’t you sit down ? 
I hope you and Mrs. Matheson have had a good time '? 
We have been to church — at least I have — ^and given 
away lots of coals and plum-puddings — at least I 
have. Gertrude thought me a fool. We have had the 
choir up to sing carols in the servants’ hall, and given 
them a sovereign — ^at least I did. And I don’t want 
any more Christmas — for a long, long time ! ’ 

And with that, she dropped into a chair opposite 
Winnington, who sat now twirling his hat and studying 
the ground. 

‘ I agree wth you,’ he said drily when she paused. 

I ifelF ^ was away that I had; better ihe herei; 

And I feed it now doubly.’ 

;’f Deeause;? 

‘ Because — ^if my absence has led to j’^our develop- 
ing any further acquaintance with the gentleman who 
i :hai:liit;Ief t: the^ room, ; when; I ;mi^t';haye3preyhhied; ■ 
;-dti||ilf§rbLifedeeply.’ ^ 

Delia’s cheeks had gone crimson again. 

‘ You knew perfectly well, Mr. Winnington, that 
we had made acquaintance with Mr. Lathrop ! We 
never concealed it ! ’ 

' ' I knew, of eoui’se, that you were both members of 
the League, and that you had spoken at meetings 
together. I regretted it — exceedingly — and I asked 
you— ib vain— to put an end to it. But when I 
find him paying a moniing call here— and lending 
you books— that is a. very different matter ! ’ 

Delia, broke out-^ ' 

‘You really are too Early- Victorian, Mr. Win- 
ningtoa !— and I can’t .help being rude. Do you 
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suppose you can -ever 4urii ...mC' into a bread-and- 
biitter miss ? I have lookdd after myself for years— 
you doxrt understand ! She faced him. iiidigriant-ly. 

Winnington laughed. 

* All right — so long as ’the Early- X’ictorians may 
Iiave their say. And my say about Mr. Xiatlirop is 
— ^a^gain that ho is not a fit con),panion for you, or any 
young girl, — that he is a man of blemished character 
— both in morals and business. Ask anj^bodj in this 
neigiibouiiiood ! ’ 

He had spoken with firm emphasis, his eyes 
sparkling. 

‘ Everybody in the neigliboiuiiood believes any- 
thing bad, about him — and us ! ’ cried Delia. 

' Don’t, for Heaven’s sake, couple yourself and 
this man — together ! ’ said Winnijigton, flushing witlj 
anger. ' I knew nothing about him, when you first 
arrived here. Mr. Lathrop didn’t matter twopence to 
me before. Now he does matter.’ 

* Whj^ ? ’ Delia’s eyes were held to his, fascinated. 

* Simply because I care— I care a great deal — what 
happens to you,’ he said quietly, after a pause, 
bflaturally, I must care.’ 

Delia looked aw^ay, and began twisting her black, 
, sash into 'knots. ' 

* Bankruptcy — ^is not exactly a crime.’ ’• ; 

'* Oh,. HO you knew. that- farther fact about him? 
But of 'Course— it ,is the rest that matters. ' Since we 
s|^oke of this before,- 1 have- seen the juclgC' ydio ' tried 
the ■ case"; in which .-this man figured,. I- hate speaks 
• ing of it 'in your . presence, but jou' force "im*, ■ He 
toldmedfc was o-hO' of '.the;- worst* .-he had ever .known 
-r-a 'Case 'for which 'there was -ho defence or excuse 
whatever,’ ..V'- 

® Ifhy'must I believe- iC? .cried Delia impetuously. 
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‘It’s a man’s Jadgmenll Tiie woman may have 
been — Gertrude says^ she, Was— horribly unhappy and 
ill-treatod. Yet nothing could be proved — enough to 
free her. Wait till we have women judges — and 
women lawyers — then yon ’ll see ! ’ 

He laughed indignantly — though not at ail inclined 
to laugh. And what seemed to him her stubborn 
perversity drove him to despair. 

‘ In this case, if there had been a woman judge,. 
I am inclined to think it would have been a good deal 
worse for the people concerned. At least I hope so. 
Don’t try to make me believe, Miss Delia, that women 
are going to forgive , treachery and wickedness more 
easily than men ! ’ 

‘ Oh, “ treachery ” ! ’ — ^she murmured, protesting, 
lobk hoth: and drew her.; : Wmbingtoh ; 

4bame>h#rer:A0' her^^^andAuddenly-he ]aidWs:diand;hA^ 
4' bbtS-^ ^ 'Looking: upj she : was oonseious :ef -a Iboi ' 

that was half raillery, half tenderness. 

‘ My dear child ! — I must call you that — though 
you are so clever — and so — so determined to have 
your, own way. Look here ! I ’m going to plead 
my rights.' I Ve done a good deal for you the last 
three months—per haps you hardly know all that' has 
been done. I .Ve been your watch-dog — put it at that. 
'\yell, how give the watch-dog, give the Early- Victorian, 
his hone ! Promise me that you. will have no' more 
dealings with Mr. Lathrop. Send him back his books 
— and say “ Mo.t at home ! 

She w-as really digressed. , ' : . , ' ' . 

‘ I cah’t, Mr.' ;Wianih^o» I— I ’m so sorry !— hut 
Inan’t.’ ' 

‘ 'Why can’t you ? ’ , He still held her. 

A score of thoughts' flbw' hither and thither ia her 
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brain. She liacl asked a- great faroiir of 
had actually piit^ the je'wels into his hands ! Hen? could 
she recall her action-? Aiid?fbeii he had. done her 
siidi a service, if he snceeedecl in doing it — iun? was 
she to turn toniid mi him, and cut him the verj^ iie^si 
moirieBt ? 

Nor could she make tip her mind to cmiless to 
Winiimgfcon what she had done. She was bent on 'her 
scheme* If she disclosed it now, everything might be 
upset. 

*I realhf con’f / ’ she repeated gravely, releasing 
her hands. 

Wlnmiigton rose, and began to pace the drawing- 
room. Delia watched him — quivering — an ©xquisite 
vision herself, in the half lights of the room. 

When he paused at last to speak, she saw a new 
expression in his eyes. * ^ ’ 

* I shall have to think this over, Miss Blanchflower 
“—perhaps to reconsider my whole position/ 

She was startled, but she kept her composure.' ' 

* You mean — ^yoii may have — after all — to give 
me up’?" 

He 'forced a very chEly smile. 

''You remember — jou asked me to give you up. 
■Now ifdfc were only one subject— however important 
—on which we disagreed, I might still do my best, 
though the responsibility, of all you make 'me; connive 
at is certainly .heavy. But .i! you bare entirely to' 
set at defiance not''dn!y ’my'Adyice andwvishes a.s to^ 
this- illegal society to which';, you 'belong, 'and' as to the 
violent 'acMon\iato .whiph. I understand you may be 
led 'whoH you'gO'to'-'tbwWhuti alsO;^ in such' a matter 
as we have' just been' discussing— then, indeed, I'See • 
130 place for me. I must think it over. A guardian 


248 , DELIA,, BMMOHFLOWEB 

appointed by the O,oiirt; .might be more effective — 
might influence you more.’ 

‘ I told you 1 was a handful,’ said Delia, trying to 
laugh. But her voice sounded hollow in her own ears. 

He offered no reply — merely repeating * 1 m.ust 
think it over ! ’ — and resolutely changing the subject, 
he made a little perfunctory conversation on a few 
matters of business — ^and was gone. 

After his departure, Delia sat motionless for half 
an hour at least, staring at the fire. Then suddenly 
she sprang up, went to the writing-table, and sat 
down to write — 

' Dear Mb. Mark, — Don’t give me up ! You 
don’t knov/. Trust me a little ! I am not such a 
ieffiiste: ;you : tH I am 'grateM---T ani^^ :m^ 

I wish to goodness I could shew it. Perhaps I shall 
some day. I hadn’t time to tell you about poor 
Weston — who ’s to have an operation — and that I ’m 
not going to town with Gertrude — not for some 
weeks at any rate. I shall be alone here, looking 
after ""If eSton. " Bo I can’t disgrace of worry yoxf 'Br" 
a good while anyway. And you needn’t fret about 
Mr. Lathrop— you needn’t really ! I can’t explain — 
not; Just yet— -but it ’s all right. Mayn’t I come and 
help with some of your cripple children? or the 
school ? or something ? If Susy Amberley can do it, 
I suppose I can — I’d like to. May I sign myself— 
though I a handful — 

' •' Yours affectionately, , 

■ ' . ? Delia Bi-ahohe'i.oweb.’ , 

She sat staring at the paper, trembling under a 
stress of feeling she could not understand^ — the large 
tears in-her eyes.' , 
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‘ Pack the papers as quickly as you can — I am going 
to town this afternoon. Whatever can’t be packed 
before then, you can bring up to me to-morrcW:’^^^^^^u / ^ 

A tired girl lifted her head from the packing-case 
“befbrej’whioh yhe wasvkneeling. ■ ■ ' 
y y::y^;Il®;Adb.:rQy "best,:; Miss ;Marvell----b'at::; I’m; 
it will be impossible to finish to-day.’ And she looked 
;:weariiy:;;round the; rponi:^ 

pamphlets, press-cuttings — on every available table 
;ahd;;sheif.-;;; -C A".;/ 

TatheT 'CUrt ; assent. ; ;Ser; xeasQ 
told her the thing was impossible ; but her will chafed 
against the delay, which her secretary threatened, of 
even a few hours in the resumption of her work in 
London, and the re-housing of all its tools and materials. 
She was a hard mistress; though no harder on her 
subordinates than she was on herself. 

5he began to turn her own hand to the packing, 
and missing a book she had left in the drawing-room 
the night ' before, she vvent to fetch it. It , was again 
a morning of frosty sunshine, and the garden outside 
lay in dazzling light. ; The ;dra wing-room windows 
were open, and through brie of them Gertrude perceived 
Delia moving about outside on^ the whitened grass. 
She was looking for the earliest snowdrops which were 
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just beginning to- bulge from- the green stems, pusbing 
up through the dead leaves under the beeeh trees. 
She wore a blue soft shawl round her head and sfaoulclsTS, 
and she was singing to herself. As she raised herself 
from f.he ground, and paused a moment looting towards 
the houso, but evidently quite unconsoious of any 
spectators, Gertrude could not take her eyes from 
tha vision she made. If radiant beauty, if grace, and 
flawless youth can ‘lift a mortal to the skies,’ .Delia 
stood like a young goddess under the v/inter suiu 
But there was much more than beauty in her face. 

. There was a fluttering and dreamy joy which belongs 
only to the children of earth. The low singing came 
unconsciously from her lips, as though it were 
the natural expression of the heart within. Gertrude' 
caught the old lilting tune — 

‘ For oh, Greensleaves was all my joy — 

For oh, Greensleaves was my heart’s delight— 
.4.nd who but my lady Greensleaves ?— — ’ 

■The woman observing her did so 'vpith a strange 
mixture of softness and repulsion. If Gertrude Marvell 
loved anybody, she loved Delia — ^the captive of her 
own bow and spear, and until now' the most loyal, the 
most single-minded of disciples. But as she saw Delia 
walk away to a further reach of the garden, the mind 
of the elder woman bitterly accused the younger. 
Delia’s refusal to join the militant forces in Londoi3, 
at this most critical and desperate ' time, on what 
'seemed to Gertrude the trumpery excuse of Weston’s ' 
ilinessj.had made an indelible.iiapression on a fanatjeai' ■ 
temper. If she had cared--^if she.had realhj cared— 
she could not, have done day such thing. ‘ '^iTiat have 
I been wasting my time heise for ? ’ she asked herself ; 
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aiid re¥iewiiig the motives- which had induced her to 
accept Delia's proposal that they should live together^ 
she accused herself sharply of 'a oonteiaptible lack of 
Jiidgiaeiat and foresight. 

For no mere affection for Delia Blaneiiflower would 
have influenced her, at the time when Delia, writing 
to tell her of the approaching death of Sir Bobert, 
implored her to come and share her life. * You know 
I shall have money, dearest Gertrude/— wrote Delia— 

* CoiiiQ and help me to spend it — for the Cause/ And 
for the sa,ke of the Cause, — which was then sorely in 
want of money — and only for its sake, Gertrude had 
coiiSentetL She was at that time rapidly becoiiiiiig 
one ' of the leading spirits in the London office of the 

* Daughters/ so that to bury herself, even for a time, 
ill a country village, some eighty miles from London, 
was a sacrifice. But to secure what seemed likely to 
be some thousands a year from a willing giver, such 
a temporaiy and modified ' exile had appeared to lier 
worth while ; and she had at once planned a campaign 
of * militant ’ meetings in the towns along the Soutli 
Coast, by way of keening in touch with * active work/ 

But, in tlie first place, the extraordinary terms of 
Sir Eobert’s will had proved far more baffling than 
she and Delia had ever been willing to believe. . And, 
in the next place, the personality of Mark Winnmgton 
had almost immediately presented itself to Gertrtdo 
as something she' had never reckoned with. ■ A 
blustering and tyrannical guardian would have been 
comparatively easy to, %ht'.; Winningtoa was. formid- 
able, not because, he was^lostile,- resolutely hostile, to 
their whole propaganda' of yiolenbe;., that might only 
have sparred a strong-willed "girl to more passionate 
extremes. He was. dang.6rous,-^m spite of his forty 
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years— because he was delightful ; because, in his 
leisurely, old-fashioned, way, he was so loveable, so 
handsome, so inevitably attractive. Gertrude, looking 
back, realised that she had soon perceived — vaguely 
at least — what might happen, what had now — as she 
dismally guessed — actually happened. 

The young, impressionable creature, brought into 
close contact with this charming fellow — this. agreeable 
reactionary — ^liad fallen in love ! That was all. But 
it was more than enough. Delia might be still uncon- 
scious of it herself. But this new shrinking from the 
most characteristic features of the violent policy— 
this new softness and fluidity in a personality that 
when they first reached Maumsey had begun already 
to stiffen in the fierce mould of militancy : — ^to what 
could any observer with eyes in their head attribute 
them but the influence of Mark Winni.ugton — the 
daily unseen presence of other judgments and other 
ideals, embodied in a man to whom the girl’s feelings 
had capitulated ? 

‘ If I could have kept her to myself for another 
year, he could have done nothing. But he has 
intervened before her opinions were anything more 
than the echoes of mine ; — and for the future I shall 
have less and less chance against him. What shall 
we ever get out of her as a maiTied woman ? What 
would Mark Winnington — to whom she will give 
herself, body and soul, — allow us to get out of her 3 
Better break with her now, and disentangle my own 
lifer':- ^ 

With such thoughts, a pale and brooding woman 
pursued the now distant figure of Delia. At the same 
time Gertrude Marvell had no intention whatever of 
provoking a premature breach which might deprive 
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either the Cause or herseliof any help they might still , 
obtain from Delia in the desperate fight immediately 
ahead. She, personally, would have infinitely pre- 
ferred froodom and a garret to Delia’s flat, and any 
kind of dependence on Delia’s money. ‘ I was not 
born to he a parasite 1 ’ she angrily thought. But 
she had no right to prefer them. All that could be 
extracted from Delia should be extracted. She was 
now no more to Gertrude than a pawn in the game. 
Let her be used — if she could not be trusted ! 

But if this had fallen differently, if she had re- 
mained the true sister-in-arms, given wholly to the 
joy of the fight, Gertrude’s stern soul would have- 
clasped her to itself, just as passionately as it now 
dismissed her. 

‘ No matter ! ’ The hard brown eyes looked 
steadily into the future. ‘ That ’s done with. I am 
alone — I shall be alone. "What does it signify ?— 
a little sooner or later ? ’ 

The vagueness of the words matched the vagueness 
of certain haunting premonitions in the backgi'ound 
of the mind. Her own future alw’ays shaped itself 
in tragic terms. It was impossible — she knew it — 
that it should bring her any kind of happiness. 
It was no less impossible that she should pause and 
submit. That active defiance of the existing order, 
on which she had enteted, possessed her, gripped her, 
irrevocably. She w'as like the launched stone which 
describes its appointed curve— till it drops. 

As for any interference from the side of her own 
personal ties and afieetiOhs,-^— she, had none. 

In her pocket she carried a letter she had received 
that ' morning, , from hpr mother, 
as usual. 


It was plaintive, 


254 


DILIA BEANOHFLOWEB 

‘Winnie’s third ■'■Cliiid.: arrived last week. It 
was an awluLeonfiaeinent;. The first doctor had to 
get another, and they only just, pulled her through. 
The child ’s a misery. It would be much better if 
it had died. I can’t think what she ’ll do. Her 
husband ’s a wTetehed creature — ^just manages to 
keep in work — bat he neglects her shamefully — and 
if there ever is anything to spend, Jis spends it — on 
his own amusement. She cried the other day, when 
we were talking of you. She thinks you ’re living 
with a rich lady, and have everything you want— and 
she and her children are often half-starved. “ She 
might forgive me now, I do think ” — she’ll say some- 
times— “ And as for Henry, if I did take him away 
from her, she may thank her stars she didn’t marry 
him. She 'd have killed him by now. She never 
could stand men like Henry. . Only,' when he was a 
young fellow, he took her in — her first, and then me. 
It was a had job we ever saw him.” 

‘ '\¥hy are you so set against us, Gertrude your 
own flesh and blood. I ’m sure if I ever was imkind 
to you I ’m sorry for it. You used to say I favoured 
Albert at your expense — Well, he ’s as good as dead 
to me now, and I ’ve got no good out of all the spoiling 
r gave him. I sit at home by myself, and I ’m a 
pretty miserable woman. ■ I read everything I can 
in the papers about what you ’re doing— you, who 
were my only child, seven years before Albert came, 
it doesn’t matter to you What I think— at least, 
it oughtn’t. ; I ’m an' old woman, and .whatever I 
thought I ’d never quarrel with you. But it would 
matter to me , a good' deal, if you 'd sometimes come 
in, and sit by .the 'flre.'a 'bit, ,a,ncl chat. It 's three 
years since I ’ye even'seenyou.- Winnie say.s you ’ve 


DELIA BLANCHPLO'WEB 

lorgoliteii us — you only care about the vote. Bat I 
don’t believe it. ■ Other people, may tliink the vote 
can make up for everything— but^ not you. You ’re 
too clever. Hoping to see you, 

‘ Your lonely old mother, 

‘ Janet Ma.bvei.Tj.’ 

To that letter, Gertrude had already written her 
reply. Some time — ^in the summer, perhapjs, she had 
said to her mother. And she had added the mental 
proviso — ‘ if I am alive.’ For the matters in which 
she was engaged were no child’s play, and the excite- 
ments of prison and hunger-striking might teli even on 
the strongest physique. 

No — her family were nothing to her. Her mother’s 
appeal, though it should not be altogether ignored, 
wag an insincere one. She had always stood by the 
men of the family ; and for the men of the family, 
Gertrude, its eldest daughter, felt nothing but loathing i 
and contempt. Her father, a local government official 
in a •western town, a small-minded domestic tyrant, 

: ruined , by long years of whisky-nipping between 
meals ; her only brother, profligate and spendtlirift, 
of, whose present modes of life the less said the better ; 
her brother-in-law, Henry Lewison, the man whom, 
in her callow, ignorant youth, she was once to have 
married, before her younger sister supplanted her— 
a canting hypocrite, who would spend his day ih devis- 
ing petty torments for his wife, and begin and end it 
with family prayers ;~r-these typeSj in a brooding and 
seU-centred mind,- had 'gradually come to stand for 
the whole male 'raoe.: ;■ ■; , ' 

Nor had her lonely: struggle for a livelihood, after 
she had fled from home, done anything to loosen the 
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hold of these images upon her. She looked baok 
upon a 'dismal type-\¥riting . office, run by a grasp- 
ing employer; a struggle for health, warring with 
the struggle for bread ; sick headache, sleeplessness, 
ansemia, yet always, within, the same iron will driving 
on the weary body ; and always the same grim per- 
ception on the dark horizon of an outer gulf into which 
some women fell, with no hope of resurrection. She 
burnt again with the old bitter sense of injustice, on the 
economic side ; remembering fiercely her own stinted 
earnings, and the higher wages and larger oppor- 
tunities of men, whom, intellectually, she despised. 
Eemembering too the development of that new and 
ugly temper in men— men hard-pressed bheniset^es^: 
w’ho must now see in w’omen no longer playthings or 
sweethearts, but rivals and supplanters. 

So that gradually, year by year, there had 
strengthened in her that strange, modern thing, a 
woman’s hatred of men — the normal instincts of sex dis- 
torted and embittered. And when suddenly, owing to 
the slow working of many causes, economic and moral, 
a section of the Woman Suffrage movement had broken 
into flame and violence, she had flung her very soul to it 
as fuel, with the passion of one to whom life at last 
‘ gives room.’ In that outbreak were gathered up for 
her all the rancom’S and all the ideals of life, all its 
hopes and all its despairs. Not much hope ! — and few 
ideals. Her passion for the Cause had been a grim 
force, hardly mixed with illusion ; but it had hold and 
shaped her. , ' ' '■ ' • ' ' , 

Afoanwhile. among; .wbmeh she; had' found, a .few 
kindred souls. One of them, a fellow-student, oame 
into money, died, and left Sertrude Marvell a thousand 
pounds. On that sum she had educated herself, had 
taken her, degree at , a west-country university, had 
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■moTed to London and , begun ■ work as a teacher and 
journalist, Then, again, a '.breakdown in health, fol- 
lowed by a casual acquaintance with Lady Tonbridgt^ 
—Sir Eobert's offer— its acceptance— Delia ! 

How much had opened to her with Delia ! Pleasure, 
for the first time ; the sheer pleasure of trayel, society, 
tropical beauty ; the strangeness also of finding her- 
self adored, of feeling that young loveliness, that 
young intelligence, ail yielding softness in her owui 
strong hands — 

Well, that w’as done— practically done. She cheated 
herself with no vain hopes. ' The process which had 
begun in Delia would go forw^ard. One more defeat 
to admit and forget. One more disaster to turn 
one^s back upon. 

her mouth stiffened. She w'ent quietly back to her 

" Gertrude ! What are you doing ? ’ The voice 
was Delians. She stood on the threshold of Gertrude's 
dexi, looking with amasiement at the littered room and 

'1 find I must go up at once. They want help 
iut the, office.’ Gertrude, who .was waiting a letter, 
delivered the information over her shoulder. 

* But the flat won’t be ready ! ’ 

* Never mind. I can go. to^ a hotel for a' few days/ 

A ...cloud, . dropped. . o ver The.iradiance., .of .:..DeIia.’B, . face, . 


if 


...your .going,alone 

, ‘ Oh, you ’ll come .later j’ gaiti Gertrude indifferently, 

f ‘ Bid yon — did you— hare such urgent letters this 

morning ? ’ 
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j'-on seoi you .haye :made up, your mind to stay with 
Weston j ’ ' , . ■ 

A slight mocking look accompanied the words. 

‘ Yes — I must stay with Weston,’ said Delia 
slowly, and then perceiving that the typist showed 
no signs of leaving them together, and that con* 
Mential talk was therefore impossible, she reluctantly 
went away. 

Weston that morning was in much pain, and Delia 
sat heside her, learning by some new and developing 
instinct how to soothe her. The huntress of the 
Tyrolese woods had few caressing ways, and. pain had 
always been horrible to her; a thing to be shunned, 
even by the spectator, lest it should w'eaken the wild 
natural energies. But Weston was very dear to her, 
and the maid’s suffering stirred deep slumbering 
powers in the girl’s nature. She watched the trained 
nurse at her work, and copied her anxiously. And 
all the time she was thinking, thinldng, no%v of 
Gertrude, now of her letter to Winnington. Gertrude 
was vexed with her, thought her a poof creature 
— ^that was plain. ‘ But m a fortnight, I ’ll go to 
her, — .and they ’ll see ! thought the girl’s .wrestling 
mind. ‘And before that, I shall send her money. 

I can’t- help what she thinks. I ’m not false 1 — ■ 
I ’m not giving in ! But I must have this fortnight, 
—just this fortm'ght ; — ^for Weston’s sake, and- — ’ 

Eor her proud ‘sincerity would not allow her to 
lie to herself. What had happened to her ? She 
felt' the strangest lightness— as though some long 
restraint had broken down.; a wonderful intermittent 
happiness,' sweeping, on 'Eef without reason, and 
setting the breath: fluttering. It made her think of 
what an old Welsh nurse of her childhood had once 
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told her of ‘ conversion,’ in a Welsh revival, and its 
marvellous effects : how men and women walked on 
air, and the iron bands of life and custom dropped 

Then she rose impatiently, despising herself, and 
went downstairs again to try and help Gertrude. 
But the packing was done, the pony-cart waa ordered, 
and in a hour more, Gertrude was gone. Delia was 
left standing on the threshold of the front door, 
listening to the sound of the receding wheels. They 
had parted in perfect friendliness, Gertrude with civil 
wishes for Weston’s complete recovery, Delia with 
eager promises — ‘ I shall soon come — very soon ! ’ — 
promises of which, as she now remembered, Gertrude 
had taken but little notice. 

But as she went back into the house, the girl had 
a queer feeling of catastrophe, of radical change. 
She passed the old gun room, and looked in. All 
its brown paper bundles, its stacks of leaflets, its 
books of reference were gone ; only a litter of torn 
papers remained here and there, to shew what its 
uses had been. And suddenly, a swell of something 
like exultation, a wild sense of deliverance, rushed 
upon her, driving out depression. She went back to 
the drawing-room, with little dancing steps, singing 
under her breath. The flowers wanted freshening. 
She wont out to the greenhouse, and brought in some 
early hyacinths and violets till the roorn was fragrant. 
Some of them she took up to Weston, chatting to 
the patient and her nurse, as she aixanged them, with 
such sweetness, ' such smiles, , such an abandonment of 
kindness, that both looked; after, her amazed, vAen, 
again, she vanished. What had become of the im- 
perious absent-minded young woman of ordinary days ? 
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Delia lunched alone.. And after lunch she grew 
restless. " ‘ ' 

He must have received her letter at breakfast- 
time. Probably he had some tiresome meetings in 
the morning, but soon — soon — 

She tried to settle to some reading. How long it 
was since she had read anything for the joy of it ! 
— anything that in some shape or other was not the 
mere pemmican of the Suffrage Movement ; dusty 
arguments for, or exasperating arguments against. 
She plunged into poetry — ^a miscellaneous volume 
of modern verse — and the new world of feeling in 
which her mind had begun to move, grew rich, and 
deep, and many-coloured about her. 

Surely — a sound at the gate I She sat up, crimson. 
Well ? — she was going to make friends with her 
guardian — to bmy the hatchet — for a whole foidnight at 
least. Only that. Nothing more — nothing — ^nothing! 

Steps approached. She hastily unearthed a 
neglected work-basket, and a very ancient piece of 
half-done embroidery. Was there a thimble any- 
where — or needles ? Yes ! — by good luck. Heavens ! 
— what shamming! She bent over the dingy bit of 
silk, her cheeks dimpling with laughter. 

Their first greetings were done, and Winnington 
was sitting by her — astride a chair, his arms lying 
along the top of it, his eyes looking down upon her, 
as she made random stitches in what looked like a 
Futurist, design. . , '' , ■ ■■■ , ■ 

‘Do you know that you wrote me a very, very 
rdce letter ? ’ And as he spoke, she heard in his voice 
that toner—that lost tone, which she had heard in 
it at their very .first interview, before she had chilled 


DELIA BLANCHPLOWER 


261 


give me 




and flouted iiim^ and made. Ms life a burden to him. 
Her pnlses leapt ; but she' did hot look up*' 

^ I wonder whether— yon quite deserved it *? You 
were angry with me — for nothing ! ’ 

' I am afraid I can’t agree ! ’ The voice no-w was a 
little dry^ and a pair of very keen grey eyes examined 
her partially hidden face. 

She pushed her wT;rk away and looked up. 

' You ought ! ’ she said vehemently. ‘ You accused 
me — practically — of flirting with Mr. Latlirop. And 
I was doing nothing of the kind ! ’ 

He laughed. 

* I never imagined that you were — or could be — 
flirting with Mr. Lathrop.’ 

‘ Then why did you threaten to 
I ’vent on seeing him ? ' 

■ He hesitated — but said at last — gravely — 

^ Because I could not take the responsibility/ 

* How would it help me — to give me up ? Accord- 
ing to you ’ — she breathed fast — ‘ I should only — 
go to perdition — the quicker ! ’ Her eyes still laughed^, 
but behind the laughter there was a rush of feeling 
which communicated itself to him. 

* May I suggest that it is not necessary to go to 
perdition— at' all — fast or slow ? ’ 

She shook her head. Silence followed ; which 
Winnington' broke. ■ 

* You said you would like to come and see some of 

the village people — ^your own people^an^ the -scHooL 
Was that 'serious 2 '-> ■ 

/ Certainly ;r/ /She, raised -an indignant 'counte- 
nance.......^./:! ...suppose., .you tMnk— Eke „ everybody— that. 

' because' I want the vote, 1 can’t care about anything 
^lse?f ^ ' : - ■■ , ' 
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* You ’E admit it has a way- of driving everything 
else out,* he said mildly. ‘Have you ever been into 
the village — for a month ? — foir two months ? The 
things you wanted have been, done. But you haven’t 
been to see.’ 

She sprang to her feet. 

‘ Shall I eome now ? ’ 

‘ If it suits you. I ’ve saved the afternoon.’ 

She ran out of the room to put on her things, 
upsetting as she did so the work-basket with which she 
had been masquerading, and quite unconscious of it. 
Winnington, smiling to himself, stooped to pick up 
the reels and skeins of silk. One, a skein of pink silk 
with which she had been working, he held in his hand 
a moment, and, suddeiEy, put in his pocket. After 
which he drifted absently to the hearthrug, and stood 
waiting for her, hat in hand. He was thinking of 
that moment in the wintry dawn whon he had read 
her letter. The shook of emotion returned upon him. 
But what was he to do ? What was really in her 
mind ? — or, for the matter of that, in his owm ? 

.She re-appeared, radiant in a moleskin cap and furs, 
and then they both awkwardly remembered— he, 
that he had made no enquiry about W^’eston, and 
she, that she had said nothing of Gertrude Marvell’s 
hurried departure. 

‘ Your poor maid ! TeE me about her. Oh, hut 
she ’II do weE. We ’E take care of her, France is an 
awfully „good doctor.* ' ' 

Her eyes, thanked him. 'She' gave him a brief 
account of Weston’s statp,; then looked away. 

‘ Do you know— that I ’m. quite alone ? Gertrude 
went up to town this morning.’ 

Winnington gave a low, whistle of astonishment. 
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‘ She had to ’ — said Delia harrieclly. * It was the 
office— they couldn’t do without her.’ 

‘ I thought she had undertaken to be your 
chaperon ? ’ 

The girl coloured. 

‘ Well, yes — but of course — ^the other claim came 
first.’ 

‘ You don’t expect me to admit that,’ said 
Winnington, with energy. ‘ Miss Marvell has left you 
alone ? — alone ? — at a moment’s notice — ^with your 
maid desperately ill — and without a word to me, 
or anybody ? ’ His eyes sparkled. 

‘ Don’t let ’s quarrel ! ’ cried Delia, as she stood 
opposite to him, putting on her gloves. ‘ Don’t ! 
Not to-day — not this afternoon ! And we ’re sure to 
quarrel if we talk about Gertrude.’ 

His indignation broke up in laughter. 

* Very -well. We won’t mention her. Well, hut 
look here ’ — he pondered—* You must have some- 
body. I would propose that Alice should come 
and keep you company, but I left her in bed with 
what looks like the flu. Ah! — I have it. But— am 
I really to advise ? You are twenty-one, remember, 
-T-nearly twenty-two ! ’ 

The tender sarcasm in his voice brought a flood of 
colour to her cheeks. ,, 

* Go on ! ’ she said, and stood quivering.' 

‘ Would you consider asking Lady Tonbridge to 
come and stay with you ? Nora is away on a visit.’ 

Delia moved quietly to' the writing-table, pulled 
ofl her gloves, and sat do^ to write a note. He 
watched her, stamding behind her ; his, strained yet 
happy look resting on the beautiful dark head. 

She rose, and held out the note, addressed to 
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Lady Tonbridge. He. took the note, and the hand 
together. The temptation was irresistible. He 
raised the hand and kissed it. Both were naturally 
reminded of the only previous occasion on w'hioh he 
bad done such a thing ; and as he dropped his hold, 
Delia saw the ugly soar which would always mark 
his left wrist. 

‘ Thank you ! ’ — ^he said warmly — ‘ That T1 be an 
immense relief to my mind.’ 

‘ You mustn’t think she ’ll convert me,’ said 
Delia quickly. 

‘ Why, she ’s a Suffragist ! ’ 

Delia shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ Pout rire / ’ 

‘ Let ’s leave the horrid subject alone — shall we ? ’ 

Delia assented ; and they set out, just as the 
winter sun of a bright and brilliant afternoon was 
beginning to drop towards its setting. 

When Delia afterwards looked back on those two 
hours in Mark Winnington’s company, she remembered 
them as a time enskied and glorified. First, the mere 
pleasure of the senses — the orange glow of the January 
evening, the pleasant crackling of the frosty ground, 
the exhilaration of exercise, and of the keen pungent 
air ; , then the beauty of the village and of the village 
lanes in the dusk, of the blue smoke drifting along the 
hUI, of the dim reds and whites of the old houses, and 
the occasional gleams of fire and lainp through the 
smafl-panedf-mndows ; the gaiety of the children racing 
home from school, the ' dignity of the old labourers, 
the seemliness of the young. It was good to be alive—? 
in England— breathing English air. It was good to be 
young and strong-limbed, with all one’s life before one. 
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And. next— and greater — there was the pleasure' of 
Winnington beside her-, of Ms changed manner, of their 
new comradeship. She felt even a curious Joy in the 
difference of age between them. Now that, by some 
queer change, she had ceased to stand on her dignity 
with him, to hold him arrogantly at arm's length, 
there emerged in her a childish confidence and sweet- 
ness, enchanting to the man on whom it played. ‘ May 

I ? ' ‘ Do you think I might ? — — ' she would say 

gently, throwing out some suggestion or other, in the 
course of their visiting, and the humbleness in her 
dark eyes, as though a queen stooped, began to turn 
Ms head. 

And how beautiful this common human life seemed 
that evening — after all the fierce imaginings in which 
she had lived so long ! In the great towns beyond the 
hills women were still starved and sweated, — still 
enslaved and degraded. Man no doubt was still the 
stupid and vicious tyrant, the Maii-Beast that Gertrude 
ilarvell believed him. But here in this large English 
village, how the old primal relations stood out ! — sorrow- 
laden and sin-stained often, yet how touching, how 
w^orthy, in the main, of reverence and tenderness ! As 
they went in and out of the cottages of her father's 
estate, the cottages where Winnington was at home, and 
she a stranger, all that ‘ other side ' of any great argu- 
ment began to speak'to her — ^without 'words. - Lhe: world 
of politics and its machinery, how far away ! — ^instead, 
the world of human need, and love, and suffering 
unveiled itself thi^ winter '.evening to. Delia's ’.soul, and 
spoke^'to her' in a 'new language. ' And always it' was 
a language' of se;x, 'as hetween wives, and 'husbands, 
mothers add 'sons, 'sisters -and' brothers. - No isolation' 
of one sex or' the, other. ’ No possibility of ' .thinking 
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of .them apart, as foes-ahd rmls, with jarring rights 
and elaims. Lhese old couples tending, each other, 
clinging together, after their children had left them, till 
their own last day should dawn; these widowed men 
or women, piteously lost without the old companion, 
like the os left alone in the furrow; these young 
couples with their first babies; these dutiful or 
neglectful sons, these hard or tender daughters ; these 
mothers young and old, selfish or devoted : — ^with 
Winnington beside her, Delia saw them all anew, heard 
them all anew. And Love, in all its kinds, everywhere 
the governing force, by its presence or its absence 1 — 
Love abused and degraded, or that Love, whether 
/idni'ilhAlsahken ; eyes^ . of ydfae old, -"or the ^oheeks: 
of the young, which is but ‘ a little lower than the 

i; ; ' isAhd' amazed her was Wiarungl^^ 
i,||ace=dh::'tla&;:'wofld' of lahouring, f olb,:i, Ee ,had|giyem' 
it ten yeaj'S of service ; not charity, but simply the 
service of the good citizen ; moved by a secret, im- 
pelling motive, which Delia had yet to learn. And 
how they rewarded him ! She walked beside a natiirsil 
ruler, and felt her heart presently big with the pride 
. of dt. ' ' ■ , 

‘ But the cripples ? ’ She enquired for them, with 
a touch of sarcasm. So far, she said, the population 
of Maumsey appeared to be quite exceptionally able- 
bodied., , ' ■ ' 

‘Goodness!’ — said Winnington — ‘I can’t shew 
you more than two or tlnree cripples to a village! 

' Maumsey ■ onl^ ■ rejoices ,in ^ two. My county . school , 
will collect from the whole county. And I should 
never have found out the half of them, if it hadn’t 
been for Susy Amberley,’ 



‘How did ske discover them?’ asked Delia, 
without any sort of cordiality.' 

‘ ■'^e — ^the County Ooimeil— put the enquiry into 
her hands. I shewed her— a bit. But she ’s done 
it admirably. She ’s a wonderful little person, Susy. 
What the old parents will do without her when she 
goes to Loudon I can’t think.’ 

‘ Why is she going ? ’ 

Winnington shrugged his shoulders kindly. 

, ‘ Wants a training — ^wants something more to do. 
Quite right — if it makes her happy. You women have 
all grown so restless nowadays.’ He laughed into the 
rather sombre face beside him. And the face lit up 
—amazingly. 

‘ Because the world ’s so marvellous ! ’ said Delia, 
with her passionate look. ‘ And there ’s so little time 
to explore it in. Y’ou men have always known that. 
Now we women know it too.’ 

He pondered the remark — ^half smiling. 

‘ Well, you ’ll see a good deal of it before you *ve 
done,’ he said at last. ‘ Now come and look at what 
I ’ve been trying to do for the women who complained 
to you.’ 

And he shewed her how everything had been 
arranged to please her, at the cost of much trouble, 
and some expense. The woman with the eight 
children had been moved into a spacious new cotta.ge 
made out of two old ones ; the old granny, alone in a 
house now too big for her, had been induced to take 
in a prim little spinster, the dafighter of a small grocer 
just deceased; and the father of the deficient' girl, 
for whom Miss Dempsey had njade herself responsible, 
received Winnington with a lightening of his tired eyes, 
and taking him out, of earshot of Delia, told him 
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how Bessie . liacl ^ got through ' her trouble,’ and was : 
..BOW ...eamiug money .at some' simple,, haBd-^fork uiider 
Miss.'Demp'sey’s'eare. ^ ■ 

: ' I„ didn’t:, know 'you ...were., doing a,Ii, this,,! L 

Delia remorsefully, as they walked along the vilbige 
street. * Why didn’t you tell me ? ’ 

' I think I did tell you — once or twdce. But you 
had other things to think about.’ 

‘ I hadn’t ! ’ said Delia with angry energy. ' I 
hadn’t. You needn’t make excuses for me ! ’ 

He smiled .at her, but said nothing— till they 
reached a path leading to an isolated cottage — 

‘ Here ’s a cripple at last ! Susy !—. You here ? ’ 
For as the door opened to his knock, a lady rose 
from a low seat, and faced them. 

Winnington grasped her by the hand. 

* I thought you were already gone.’ 

* No — they ’ve put it off again for a week or two 
— no vacancy yet.’ 

, She shook hands formally with Delia. ‘ I came to 
have another look at this boy. Isn’t he splendid ? ’ 
She pointed to a grinning child of five sitting on 
the edge of the kitchen table, and dangling a pair of 
heavily ironed legs. The mother proudly shewed 
them. He had been three months in the Orthopaedic 
Hospital, she told Delia. The legs twisted with rickets, 
bad been broken and set twice, and now he was 
' doing fine.’ She set him down, and made him walk. 
'I -never thought to.^see Mm 4o that!’' she said, 
her^ wan ; fa'ee,, •shining. And it ’s ,ali' Ms doing ’—she ^ 
pointed to Winnington^-r-' and- Miss Susy’s'/ ' • - ' 

‘ ' / Meanwhile 'Susy .and Winnington were deep in con* 
veraatioh— very ‘teohnical •much ■ of it— about a. host 
of 'Subjects; they 'seemed to have in common. 
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Delia^ silent 'and 'rather' restless,, watched' them; , ' 
bothj the girFs sweety already faded face, and Win- 
ning ton’s expression. WheiiAhey.-emerged fromAhe 
'haid;shyly^to; ®eliap-t" 

' Won’t YOU come to tea with me some day next 
week ? ’ 

* Thank you, I should like to. But my maid is 
very ill. Else I should be in London.’ 

* Oh, I ’m very sorry. May I come to you ? ’ 

Delia thanked her coldly. She could have beaten 

herself for a rude, ungracious creature ; yet for the 
life of her she could not command another manner. 

Susy drew back. She and Winnington began to talk 
again, ranging over persons and incidents quite 
unknown to Delia — the frank talk, full of matter, 
of comrades in a public service. And again Delia 
watched them, acutely jealous— yet not in any 
ordinary sense. When Susy turned back towards 
the Rectory, Delia said abruptly — 

* She ’s helped you a great deal ? * 

‘ Susy ! ’ He went off at score, ending with — 

* What Prance and I shall do without her, I don’t 
know. If we could only get more women — scores more 
wo77ien — to do the work ! There we sit, perched up 
aloft on the Oomicil, and what we want are the %vomen 
to advise us, and the women’s hands — to do ihe UttU 
things — which make just all the difference ! ’ 

' 'She was silent a moment, and - then said sorely—! ' • '■ 

' V *T suppose that means, that if we did all the/work , 
we might do — we needn’t bother; about the vote/ ' , 

He turned upon her with animation — 

M vow 'I was'nh;. thinking '■about, the votO'! ' 

* 'Miss’ Amberie'y doesn’t seem' to -bother' about it** ' - ' ; • ' !; 

. . Winnington’s \mice shewed amusement. ^ , '' ^ 
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‘I can’t imagine Susy a “ suff.” It simply isn’t 
in her.’ . ' ' 

‘ I know plenty of Suf&agists just as good and 
. useful as she is,’ said Delia, bristling. 

Winnington did not immediately reply. They had 
left the village behind, and were walking up the 
Maiimsey lane in a gathering darkness, each electrically 
eonsoious of the other. At last he said in a changed 
tone — 

‘ Have I been saying anything to wound you ? 
I didn’t mean it.’ 

She laughed unsteadily. 

‘ You never say anything to wound me. I was 
only — a kind of fretful porcupine — standing up for 
my side.’ 

‘ And the last thought in my mind to-night was 
to attack your “ side,” ’ he protested. 

Her tremulous sense drank in the gentleness of his 
voice, the joy of his strong, enveloping presence, and 
the sweetness of her own surrender which had brought 
Mm back to her, the thought of it vibrating between 
them, unspoken. Until, suddenly, at the door of the 
Abbey, Winnington halted and took her by both hands. 

‘ I must go home. Good night ! Have you got 
books to amuse you ? ’ 

‘Plenty.’ 

‘Poor child! — all alone ! But you ’ll have Lady 
Tonbridge to-morrow.’ 

. ‘ How do you know ? She mayn’t come.’ , 

‘l.’m going there how. I ’U, make' her. You — 
you won’t be doing any more embroidery to-night ? ’ ! 

He looked at, her slyly. '..'Helia' laughed, out. ", 

' . * There !— -when one tries to be feminine, that ’s 
how you mock ! ’ 
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‘ “Modi ! ” I admired. Good niglifc !~I shall, be 
here to-morrow.’ , : 

He was gone—into the darknm.. 

Delia entered the lonely house, in a bewilder- 
ment of feeling. , As she passed Gertrude’s deserted 
sitting-room on her way to the staircase, she saw that 
the parlour-maid had lit a useless lamp there. She 
went in to put it out. As she did so, a tom paper 
among the litter on the floor attracted her notice. 
She stooped and took it up. ^ 

It seemed to be a fragment of a plan----a pan pf a 
house. It shewed two series of rooms, divided by A 
long passage. One of the rooms was marked Added : : v^ 
Parlour,’ another, ‘ Hail,’ and at the end of the 
passage, there were some words, clearly in Gertrude 
i; Maryelte^liandwriting---- ; 

‘ Garden door, north.’ 

With terror in her heart, Delia brought the frag- 
ment to the lamp, and examined every word and line 
of it. 

Eecollections flashed into her mind, and turned 
her pale. That what she held was part of a general 
plan of the Monk Lawrence ground-floor, she was 
certain — dismally certain. And Gertrude bad made, 
it. .Why? , , , 

Delia tore the paper into shreds and burnt the 
shreds. Afterwards she spent' an oppressed and 
miserable night. Her friend reproached her,, on the 
one side ; and Winnington,; on The other. , ' 


CHAPTER XIV 


Lady Tonbeidoe was sitting in the window-seat of a 
little sitting-room adjoining her bedroom at Manmsey 
Abbey. That the 'young mistress of Maumsey had 
done her best to make her guest comfortable, that 
guest most handsomely acknowledged. Some of the 
few pretty things which the house contained had 
been gathered there. The chintz-covered sofa and 
chairs, even though the chintz was ugly, had the 
pleasant country-house look which suggests afternoon 
tea and chatting friends ; a bright fire, flowers and 
a lavish strewing of books completed the hospitable 
impression. 

Yet Madeleine Tonbridge had by no means come 
. to Maumsey Abbey, at Wilmington’s bidding, as to 
a Land of Cockaigne. She at all events regarded 
, Delia as a ‘ handful,’ and was on the watch day by 
day for things outrageous. She could not help liking 
the beautiful creature — almost loving her ! But Delia 
was still a ^ Daughter of Revolt ’ — apparently un- 
repentant ; ' that dangerous fanatic, dier 'pretended 
chaperon/' was • still in constant ’.correspondence' with 
her ; . the papers teemed with news of militant dukages, 
north, ^ south, east: and west';'; and riotous -doings 
were;' threatened Tor', the' meeting of Parliament by 
Delia’s 'Society. ;--On''all. these matters Delia shut 
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her proud lips. Indeed her new reticence with regard 
to militant doings and beliefs struck Lady Tonbridge 
as more alarming tlian the young and arrogant defiance 
with which on her first arrival she had been wont to 
throw them at the world. Madeleine could not rid 
herself of the impression during these weeks that 
Delia had some secret cause of anxiety connected with 
the militant propaganda. She w'as often depressed, 
and there were moments when she shewed a nervous- 
ness not easily accounted for. She scarcely ever 
mentioned Gertrude Marvell ; and she never wrote 
her letters in public ; while those she received, 
she would carry away to the gun room — which she 
had now made her own particular den — before she 
opened them. 

At the same time, if Weston recovered from the 
operation, in three weeks or so it would be possible 
for Delia to leave Maumsey ; and it was generally 
understood that she would then join her friend in 
London, just in time for the opening of Parliament. 
For the moment, it was plain she was not engaged in 
any violent doings. But who could answer for the 
future ? 

And meanwhile, what was Mark Winnington 
about ? It was all very well to sit there trifling with 
the pages of the ■Quarterly Eeview ! In her moments 
of solitude by night or day, during the fi.ve days she 
-had already spent at Maumsey, Madeleine had never 
really giyen her mind to anything else but the 
engrossing question ‘ Is he in love with herr-pr is 
'he not ? ’ ^ 

Of course she . had, foreseen— -had feared— the 
possibility of it, from that very first moment, almost 
—when /Winnington had: written to her describing 
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the terms of Bob Blaniehfiower’s will, and his own 
acceptance of the guardianship- 

Yet •why ‘ feared ’ ? Had she not for years desired 
few things so. sincerely as to see Wimiington happily 
married ? As to that old tragedy, with its romantic 
effect upon his life, her first acquiescence in that 
effect, as something irrevocable, had worn away with 
time. It now seemed to her an intolerable thing 
that Agnes Clay’s death should for ever stand 
between Winnington and love. It wag positi'vely 
anti-social — ^bad citizenship — ^that such a man as 
Mark Winnington should not produce sons and 
daughters for the State, when all the wastrels' and 
cheats in creation were so active in the business. 

All the same, she had but rarely ventured to attack 
him on the subject, and the results had not been 
encouraging. She was certain that he had entered 
upon the guardianship of Delia Blanchflower in 
complete single-mindedness — confident, disdainfully 
confident, in his own immunity ; and after that first 
outburst into which friendship had betrayed her, 
she had not dared to return to the subject- But 
she had -watched him — with the lynx eyes of a best 
friend; and that best friend, a womaii to whom 
love ■ affairs w'ere the most interesting things .in 
existence. In which, of course, she knew' she was 
old-fashioned, and behind the mass of the sex, 
noyr, racing toward what, she understood was called 
the ‘ economic independence of wombn a life 

without man. • • ' , . '. ■ 

• , But in spite of, watching,- she was much perplexed 
as to "both tW persons . concerned., ; She bad now been 
nearly a •week at Maumsey, in obedience to Delia's 
invitation and Winnington’s ui'ging. The opportunity 
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indeed oi getting to know Mark’s beautifoi and 
troublesome ward more intimately was extremely 
welcome to ber curiosity. Hitherto Gertrude Marvell 
had served as an effective barrier between Delia and 
her neighbours. The neighbours did not want to know 
Miss Marvell, and Miss Marvell, Madeleine Tonbridge 
was certain, had never intended that the neighbours 
should rob her of Delia. 

But now Gertrude Marvell had in some strange 
sadden way vacated her post ; and the fortress lay 
open to attack and capture, vrere anyone strong 
enough to seize it. Moreover Delia’s visitor had not 
been twenty-four hours in the house before she had 
perceived that Delia’s attitude to her guardian was 
new, and full of suggestion to the shrewd bystander. 
Winnington had clearly begun to interest the girl 
profoundly — both in himself, and in his relation to 
her. She now wished to please him, and was nervously 
anxious to avoid hurting or offending him. She 
was always conscious of his neigh Ixuarhood or faJs 
mood ; she was eager — ^though she tried to conceal 
it — for information about him ; and three nights 
already had I^ady Tonbridge lingered over Delia’s 
bedroom fire, the girl on the rug at her feet, while 
the elder woman poured out her recollections of Mark 
Winnington, from the days when she and he had been 
young together. ' \ ' ' ■ , ' 

As , to that vanished betrothed, Agnes Clay,-— the 
-heroine: of Winnington -s brief engagement-— Deha’s- 
thirst for knowledge,- in a jobless, . suppressed ' way, 

- ’ had - been insatia.ble. ' Waif -^e ' jealous ' of that poor 
ghost, ,andi of, all those ^ddHeate, .domestic qualities 
with which her biographer could not but invest her ? 
The daughter of a Dean of Wanohester— retiring, 
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spiritual, tender,— suggesting a cloistered atmosphere, 
and The Christian , Year — she was still sharp , in 
Madeleine’s recollection, and that lady felt a certain 
secret and mischievous zest in drawing her portrait, 
while Delia, her black brows drawn together, her full 
red mouth compressed, sat silent. 

Then — Winnington as a friend ! — ^upon that theme 
indeed Madeleine had used her brightest colours. 
And to make this passive listener understand what 
friendship meant in Winnington’s soul, it had been 
necessary for the speaker to tell her own story, as 
much at least as it was possible for her to tell, and 
Delia to hear. A hasty marriage — ‘my own fault, 
my dear, as much as my parents’ ! ’ — twelve years of 
torment and humiliation at the hands of a bad man, 
descending rapidly to the pit, and quite willing to drag 
his wife and child with him, ending in a separation 
largely arranged by Winnington— and then — 

‘ We retired. Fora and I, on a decent allowance — 
my own money really — only, like a fool, I had let it all 
get into Alfred’s hands. We took a house at Richmond. 
Nora was fifteen. For two years my husband paid 
the money. Then he wrote to say he was tired of 
doing without his daughter, and he required her to 
live with him for six months in the year, as a condition 
of continuing the allowance. I refused. We would 
sooner both of us have thrown ourselves into the 
Thames.. Alfred blustered and threatened — ^but he 
could do nothing — except cut off the allowance, which 
he did, at once. Then Mark Winnington found me 
the cottage hefe, and made everything smooth for us. 
,I wouldn’t, take any money from him, though he was 
abominably ready to give it us ! But he got me 
lessons— he got me friends. He’s made everybody 
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here feel for us, and respect us. He 's managed the 
little bits of property me' ve got left — he ’s watched 
over Nora — ^lie^s been out' earthly Providence— and 
me both adore him ! * 

On which the speaker, with a flickering smile and 
tear-dashed eyes, had taken Delia’s face in her two 
slender bands — 

‘ And don’t be such a fool, dear, as to imagine 
there’s been anything in it, ever, but the purest 
friendship and good-heartedness that ever bound 
three people together ! My greatest joy would be to 
see him married — to a woman worthy of him — if 
there is one ! And he, I suppose, will find his reward 
in marrying Nora — ^to some nice fellow. He begins 
to match-make for her already.’ 

Delia slowly withdrew herself. 

* And he himself doesn’t intend to marry ? ’ She 
asked the question, clasping her long arms round her 
knees, as she sat on the floor, her dark eyes defiantly 
steady on her guest’s face. 

Lady Tonbridge could hear her own answ^er. 

, ‘ L'homnie propose ! Let the right woman try ! ’ 

Whereupon Delia, a delicious figure, in a white 
dressing-gown, a flood of curly brown hair failing 
about her neck and shoulders, had , sprung up, and 
bidden her guest a hasty Good night. 

One other small incident she recalled. 

A propos . of some anxious calculation made by 
■.'Wilmington’s sisfar, Alice -.Matheson,’ one day in talk 
with 'Lady Tonbridge— Delia •'■being; 'present*--^^^ to 
whether Mark , could .^possibly^ afford a better ' motor 
■ than ramshackle' little; horror;’ he was:at' present 
dependent ' on, Delia' "bad' .said abruptly,, on 'the 
departure of Mrs* Matheson-^ , ^ ■ 
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‘ But surely tiie legacy lay father left Mr. Winning- 
ton -wordd get a riew motor ? ’ 

‘ But he hasn’t taken it, and never will ! ’ 
Lady Tonbridge had cried, amazed at the girl’s 
ignorance. 

‘ Why not ? ’ Delia had demanded, almost fiercely, 
looking very tall, and oddly resentful. 

Why not ? ‘ Because one doesn’t take payment 
for that sort of thing ! ’ had been Mark’s laughing 
explanation, and the only explanation that she, 
Madeleine, had been able to get out of him. She 
handed it on — to Delia’s evident discomfort. : So, all 
along, this very annoying — though attaching — young 
woman had imagined that Winnington was being 
handsomely paid for putting up with her ? 

And Winnington ? 

Here, again, it was plain there was a change of 
attitude, though what it meant Madeleine could not 
satisfactorily settle with herself. In the early days of 
his guardianship he had been ready enough to come to 
her, his most intimate woman-friend, and talk about 
his ward; though always with that chivalrous delicacy 
which was his gift among men. Of late he had been 
much less^ ready to talk : a good sign I And now, 
since Gertrude Marvell’s blessed departure, he was 
more at Maumsey than he had ever been before. He 
seemed indeed tb be pitting his own infliience against 
Miss Maryell’s, and in his modest way, yet consciously, 
to be taking Delia in hand, and endeavouring to alter 
her outlook on, life,;; clearing away, so far as he could, 
the atmosphere 'of angry, hearsay propaganda in which 
she. had spent her recent years, and trying to bring 
her face to face with the deeper loves and duties and 
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sorrows whioh she in , her headstrong youth knew so 
little about, while they entered so profoundly into his 
own upright and humane character. 

Well, but did all this mean lor,e 9 — the desire of the 
man for the woman ? 

Madeleine Tonbridge pondered it. She recollected 
a nurn’ier of little acts and sayings, throwing light 
upon Lii profound feeling for the girl, his sympathy 
with her convictions, her difficulties, her wild revolts 
against existing abuses and tyrannies. ‘ I learn from 
her ’ — ^he had said once, in conversation, — ‘ she teaches 
me many things.’ Madeleine could have laughed 
in his face — but for the passionate sincerity in his 
look. 

One thing she perceived — ^that he was abundantly 
roused on the subject of that man Lathrop’s acquaint- 
ance with his ward, Lathrop’s name had not been 
mentioned since Lady Tonbridge’s arrival, but she 
received the impression of a constant vigilance on 
Winnington’s part, and a certain mystery and un- 
happiness on Delia’s. As to the notion that such a 
man as Paul Lathrop could have any attraction 
for such a girl as Delia Blanchdower, the idea was 
simply preposterous, — except on the general theory 
that no one is really sane, and every woman ‘ is at 
heart a rake,’ But of course there was the common 
interest, or what appeared to be a common interest, 
in this militant society to which' Delia < was still so 
intolerably committed -And an' unscrupulous man 
might easily make capital put of it, , , ; ; 

' At this stage in the r amhii% reverie which possessed 
her, Lady Tonbridge Vas aware of footsteps on the 
graver outside. Winningtoh ? He had proposed to 
take Delia fora ride that, afternoon, to distract her 
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rairtd from Weston’s state, and from the operation 
which was to take place early the follo wing morning. 
She drew the cartaia aside. 

Paul Lathrop ! 

Madeleine felt herself flushing with surprise and 
indignation. The visitor was let in immediately. It 
surely was her duty to go down and play watchdog ! 

She firmly rose. But as she did so, there was a 
knock at her door, and Delia hurriedly entered. 

‘ I— I thought I ’d better say — Mr. Lathrop’s just 
come to see me — on business. I ’m so sorry, but you 
won’t mind my coming to say so ? ’ 

Lady Tonbridge raised her eyebrows. 

‘ You mean — -you want to see him alone ? All 
right. I ’ll come down presently.’ 

Delia disappeared. 

For more than half an hour did that ‘ disreputable 
creature,’ as Lady Tonbridge roundly dubbed him, 
remain closeted with Delia, in Delia’s drawing-room. 
Towards the end of the time the visitor overhead was 
walking to and fro impatiently, vowing to herself 
that she was bound — ^positively bound to Winning- 
ton — ^to go down and dislodge the man. But just 
as she was about to leave her room, she again heard 
the front door open and close. She ran to the window 
just in time to see Lathrop departing— and Winning- 
ton arriving !— on foot and alone. She watched the 
two rneu pass- each other in the drive— Winnington’s 
start Af haughty surprise— and Latbrop’s smiling and, 
as she thought, insolent greeting. If seemed to her 
that Winnington hesitated — was about to stop and 
address the intruder;- But he finally passed him by 
with the slightest and coldest recognition. Latlirop’s 
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■ shoulders- disappeared rouad^ 

Winaingtoii hurried to , the 


fair hair and sloiiehing- 
a oomer of 4he drive, 
front door and entered. 

Lady Tonbridge resolutely threw herself into an 
arm-chair and took up a novel. 

‘ Nowlet them have it out ! I don’t interfere.’ 


Meanwhile Delia, with a red spot of agitation 
on either cheek, was sitting at the old satin-wood 
bureau in the drawing-room, writing a cheque. A 
knock at the door disturbed her. She half rose, to 
see Winnington open and close it. 

A look at his face startled her. She sank back 
into her chair, in evident confusion* But her troubled 
eyes met his appealingly. 

Winnington’s disturbance was plain. 

* I had ventured to think — to hope ’ — ^he began 
abruptly — ‘that although you refused to give me 
your promise when I asked it, yet that you would 
not again — or so soon again — xmmw^ Mr. Lathrop — 
privately.’ 

Delia rose and came towards him. 

' I told Lady Tonbridge not to come do-wn. Was 
that very wrong of me ? ’ 

She looked at him, half smiling, hall hanging her 

head; , . ^ 

' It' waS' unwise — and,. I think,, unkind T; said 
Winnington, with energy* '' 

' '* Unkind to you She lifted her,- beautiful- eyes. 
'There''''was 'BOinething touching ' inV'their :Jtrainad,'.'BX" 

pression, and...in' her.,, tone,.,.;',' ...... - . 

UnMnd'’'io--'yomself,ffesA^ 

* I must 'repeat, Miss Delia, '.’that this man' is, not a fit 
associate: ior,.:..y 0 U'. or. any .you^ You. dO:'...y,ourBal,f:,: 
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harm by admitting hirg— by allomng him to see yon 
alone— and yon hurt your friends.’ 

Delia paused a moment. 

‘ Thcnyou don’t trust me at all ? ’ she said at last, 
slowly. 

Winnington melted. How pale she looked ! He 
came forward and took her hand — 

‘ Of course I trust you ! But you don’t know — 
you are too young. You confess you have some 
business with Mr. Lathrop that you can’t tell me — 
your guardian ; and you have no idea to what niiS' 
representations you expose yourself, or with what 
kind of a man you have to deal ! ’ 

Delia withdrew her hand, and dropped into a 
chair — her eyes on the carpet. 

‘ I meant ’ — she, said, and her tone trembled. — 
' I did mean to have told you everything to-day.’ 

‘ And now — now you can’t ? ’ 

She made no reply, and in the silence he watched 
her closely. What could account for such an eclipse 
of all her young vivacity ? It was clear to him that 
that , fellow was entangling her in some monstrous 
way— part and parcel no doubt of this militant propa- 
ganda— and calculating on developments. Winning- 
ton’s blood boiled. But while he stood uncertain, 
Delia rose, went to the bureau where she had been 
writing, brought thence a cheque, and mutely offered it. 

‘ What is this ? he asked, , ' 

‘ The money you lent me.’ . 

And fo his astonishment he saw that the cheque 
was for £500, and was sighed ‘ Delia Blanchflower,’ 

, ' ‘ You will of cohrse-explain ? ■*■ he , said, looking at 
her keenly. Suddenly Delia’s embarrassed smile broke 
through. ' ■ 
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* Jt ’s — it ’s only that I ’ve been trying to pay my 
debts I ’ ■ 

His patience gave way. 

‘ I ’lii afraid I must tell you — very plainly — that 
unless you can account to me for this cheque, I must 
entirely refuse to take it ! ’ 

Delia put her hands behind her, like a scolded child. 

‘ It is my very own,’ she protested mildly. ‘ I 
had some ugly jewels that my grandmother left me, 
and I have sold them — that ’s all.’ 

Winnington’s grey eyes held her. 

‘ H’m — and — has Mr. Lathrop had anything to do 
with the sale ? ’ 

‘ Yes ! ’ She looked up frankly, still smiling. 
‘ He has managed it for me.’ 

' And it never occurred to you to apply to your 
guardian in such a matter ? Or to your lawyer ? ’ 

She laughed— with what he admitted was a very 
natural scorn. ‘ Ask my guardian to provide me with 
the means of helping the “ Daughters ” — when he 
regards us all as criminals ? On the contrary, I 
wanted to relieve your conscience, Mr. Winnington ! ’ 

‘ I can’t say you have succeeded,’ be said grimly, 
as he began to pace the drawing-room, with slow steps, 
his hands in his pockets, 

‘Why not? Now — everything you give me 
can go to the right things — what you consider the 
right things. And what is my own — my v^ry own — 
I can use as I please.’ 

^ Yet neither tone fipr gesture were defiant, as they 
would have beent a few Peeks' before. Rather her 
look was wistful — ‘appealmg— as; she stood there, a 
perplexing but most charming figure, in her plain 
black dress, with its Quakerish collar of white l&vfxx. 
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He turned on her impetuously. 

‘ And Mr. Lathrop has arranged it all for you ? ’ 

‘ Yes. He said he knew a good deal about jewellers. 
I gave him some diamonds. He took them to London, 
and he has sold them.’ 

‘ How do you know he has even treated you 
honestly ? ’ 

‘ I am certain he has done it honestly ! ’ she 
cried indignantly. ‘ There are the letters — from the 

jewellers ’ And running to the bureau, she took 

thence a packet of letters and thrust them into 
Winnington’s hands. 

He looked them through in silence, — ^turning to 
her, as he put them down. 

* I see. It is of course possible that this firm of 
jewellers have paid Mr. Lathrop a heavy commission 
behind the scenes, of which you know nothing. But 
I don’t press that. Indeed I will assume exactly the 
contrary. I will suppose that Mr. Lathrop has 
acted without any profit to himself. If so, in my eyes 
it only makes the matter worse — for it establishes 
a claim on you. Miss Delia ! ’—his resolute gaze 
held her — ‘ I do not take a farthing of this money 
unless you allow me to write to Mr. Lathrop, and 
offer him a reasonable commission for his services ! ’ 

‘ No — no ! Impossible ! ’ 

She turned away from him, towards the window, 
biting her lip— in sharp distress. . 

Then I return you this cheque ’ — ^he laid it down 
beside her. : ‘ And I shall replace the money, — the 
£500— which I ought never to have allowed jmu to 
spend as you have done, out of my own private pocket.* 

She stood silehf, looking into the garden, her 
chest heaving. She thought of what Lady Tonbridge 
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had told her of his modest; means— and those generous 
hidden uses of them, of which even his most intimate 
friends only got an occasional glimpse. Suddenly she 
went up to him — 

‘ Will you— will you promise me to write civilly ? ’ 
she said, in a wavering voice. 

‘ Certainly.’ 

‘ You won’t offend — insult him ? ’ 

‘ I will remember that you have allowed him to 
come into this drawing-room, and treated him as a 
guest,’ said Winnington coldly. ‘ But why. Miss 
Delia, are you so careful about this man’s feelings ? 
And is it still impossible that you should meet my 
wishes — and refuse to see him again ? ’ 

She shook her head — ^mutely. 

‘ You intend — to see him again ? ’ 

‘ You forget — that we have — business together;’ 
Winnington paused a moment, then came nearer 
to the chair on which she had dropped. 

‘ This last week — we have been very good friends 
— haven’t we. Miss Delia ? ’ 

‘ Call me Delia, please ! ’ 

‘ Delia, then ! — we have come to understand each 
other much better — haven’t we ? ’ 

She made a drooping sign of assent. 

.‘ Caw’t I persuade you — ^to be guided by me— as 
your father wished — during these next years of your 
life ? I don’t ask you to give up your convictions — 
your ideals, We should all be poor creatures without 
them ! But I do ask you to give up these violent, and 
illegal methods — ^this violent and illegal Society- 
with which you have become entangled. It will ruin 
your life, and poison your whole nature 1— unless you 
can shake yourself free. Work for the Suffrage as 
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much as you like— but work for it houourably^ — and 
lawfully. I ask you— I beg of you !— to give up these 
associates — and these methods.' 

The tenderness and gravity of his tone touched 
the girl’s quivering senses almost unbearably. It was 
like the tenderness of a woman. She felt a wild 
impulse to throw herself into his arms, and weep. 
But instead she grew very white and still. 

* I can’t ! ’—was all she said, her eyes on the 
ground. Winnington turned away. 

Suddenly — a sound of hasty steps in the hall 
outside— and the door was opened by a nurse, in 
Uniform. 

‘ Miss Blanchflower ! — can you come ? ’ 

Delia sprang up. She and the nurse disappeared 
together. 

Winnington guessed what had happened. Weston, 
who was to face a frightful operation on the morrow 
as the only chance of saving her life, had on the whole 
gone through the fortnight of preparatory treatment 
with wonderful courage. But during the last forty- 
eight hours, there had been attacks of crying and 
excitement, connected' with the making of her will, 
which she had insisted on doing, being herself con- 
vinced that she would die under the knife. Medically, 
all such agitation was disastrous. Bht the only person 
who could calm her at these moments was Delia, whom 
she loved. And the girl had shewn in dealing with 
her a marvellous patience.- and. strength., ' ' 

'Presently Madeleine .Tonbridge .came downstairs-r- 
with fed eyes. : She described' the scene of wliich she 
had just been a witness in Weston’s room. Delia, 
she said, choking again at the thought of it, had 
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been ‘ -wonderful.’ Then she looked enquiringly at 
Winnington — . 

‘ You met that man going away ? ’ 

He sat do-wn beside her, unable to disguise his 
trouble of mind, or to resist the temptation of her 
sympathy and their old friendship. 

‘ I am certain there is some plot afoot — some 
desperate business — and they are trying to draw her 
into it ! What can we do ? ’ 

Lady Tonbridge shook her head despondently. 
What indeed could they do, with a young lady of full 
age, — bent on her own way ? 

Then she noticed the cheque lying open on the 
table, and asked what it meant. 

‘ Miss Delia wishes to repay me some money I lent 
her,’ said Winnington, after a pause. ‘ As matters 
stand at present, I prefer to wait. Would you kindly 
take charge of the cheque for her ? No need to 
worry her about it again, to-night.’ 

Delia came down at tea-time, pale and quiet, like 
one from whom virtue has gone out. By tacit consent 
Winnington and Lady Tonbridge devoted themselves 
to her. it seemed as though in both minds there had 
arisen the same thought of her as orphaned and 
motherless, the same pity, the same resentment that 
anything so lovely should be unhappy— as she clearly 
was ; and not only, so both were convinced, on account 
of her poor maid. , ; 

Wilmington stayed on into the lamplight, ■ and 
presently began to read- aloud. The scene became 
intimate' and- domestic. : Silent, , sat' in a 
deep arm-chair, some pretence at needlework oh her 
knee, but in reality doing nothing but look into the 
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- fire, and listen to Winnington’s voice. She had 
changed , while upstairs into a white dress, and the 
brilliance of her hair, and wide, absent eyes above the 
delicate folds of white, seemed to burn in Winnington’s 
consciousness as he read. Presently, however, I<ady 
Tonbridge, looking up, was startled to see that the girl 
had imperceptibly fallen asleep. The childish sadness 
and sweetness of the face in its utter repose seemed 
to present another Delia, with another history. 
Madeleine hoped that Winuington had not observed 
the girl’s sleep ; and he certainly gave no sign of it. 
He went on reading ; and presently his companion, 
noticing the clock, rose very quietly, and went out 
to give a letter to the parlour-maid for post. 

As she entered the room again, however, she saw 
that Winnington had laid down his book. His eyes 
were now on Delia — his lips parted. All the weather- 
beaten countenance of the man, its deep lines graven 
by strenuous living, glowed as from an inward light 
—marvellously intense and pure. Madeleine’s pulse 
leapt. She had her answer to her speculations of 
the afternoon. 

Meanwhile through Delia’s sleeping mind there 
swept scenes and images of fear. She grew restless, 
and as Lady Tonbridge slipped again into her chair 
by the fire, the girl woke suddenly with a long 
quivering sigh, a sound of pain> which provoked a 
quick movement of alarm in Winnington. 

But she very soon recovered her u^ual manner ; 
and; Winnington said Good night. He went away 
carrying his , anxieties. . with, hint : through .the , dark, ' 
carrying- also a trunult bf sbuP that would not be 
stilled. Whither Was he drifting ? Of late he had 
felt sure of himself again. Her best friend and guide 
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—it. was that he was rapidly laeeoming— -with that^ 
day by day, ho' bade' himself be eoBteixt. Arid bow, 
once more, selLcontrol was uprooted and tottering. 
It was the touch of this new softness, this note of 
innocent appeal, even of bewildered distress, in her, 
which was kindling all his manhood, and breaking 
down his determination. 

He raged at the thought of Lathrop. As to any 
danger of a love-affair, like Lady Tonbridge he scouted 
the notion. It would be an insult to Delia to suppose 
such a thing. But it was simply intolerable in his 
eyes that she should have any dealings with the fellow 
— that he should have the audacity to call at her house, 
to put her under an obligation. 

And he was persuaded there was more than appeared 
in it ; more than Delia’s devices for getting money, 
wherewith to feed the League of Eevolt. She was 
clearly anxious, afraid. Some shadow was brooding 
over her, some terror that she could not disclose — of 
that Winnington was certain. And this man, whom 
she had already accepted as her colleague in a public 
campaign, was evidently in the secret ; might be even 
the cause of her fears. 

He began hotly to con the terms of his letter to 
Lathrop ; and then had to pull himself up, remem-*- 
bering unwillingly what he had promised Delia. 


OHAPTEE XV 


‘ Do you know anything more ? ’ ■ ! 

The voice was Delia’s ; and the man who had just 
met; her, in the shelter of the wooded walk which ran 
along the crest of the hill above the Maumsey valley, 
was instantly aware of the agitation of the speaker. 

'J/ t Hothih^precise. ,:As I ■ hold t^yoffi -hast ' ; week^; 
you needn’t be afraid of anytliing immediate. But 
; my sDondom ; infori^ assure me ^Vthat v;:^^ 
preparations are certainly going on for some great 
i:#ap!asapop :aS:’ParIiament meets^a^iiiSl'Bir 
The police are uneasy, though puzzled. They have 
warned Daunt, and Sir Wilfrid is gvrarded.’ 

‘ Then of course our people won’t attempt it ! 
It would be far too dangerous.’ 

, ‘ Don’t be too sure ! Yon and I know Miss Marvell. 
If she means to burn Monk Lawrence, she ’ll achieve 
it, whatever the police may do.* 

The man and the girl walked on in silence, The 
January afternoons were' lengthening a little, and 
even under the shadow of the wood Lathrop, could 
see with sufficient , plainness , DMia’s pale - beauty — 
strangely worn ' and ' dimmed , asi it' 'Seemed to' him. 
Mis mind revoltodi ,; Couldn’t the jealous gods spare 
even this physical perfection ? What on earf h had 
been happening to her.,? He supposed a Christian 
' . ; 200 
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would pa!I fclie face ‘ spiritualised.’ If so, the Christian 
— bis opinion — would be a human ass. 

‘ I have written several times to Miss Marvell- 
very strongly,’ said Delia at last.. ‘I thought you 
ought to know that. But I have had no reply.’ 

‘ Why don’t you go — instead of witing ? ’ 

‘ It has been impossible. My maid has been so 
terribly ill.’ 

Latbrop expressed his sympathy. Delia received 
it with coldness and a slight frovm. She hurried on— 

‘ I ’ve written again — but I haven’t sent it. 
Perhaps I oughtn’t to have written by post.’ 

‘ Better not. Shall I be your messenger ? Miss 
Marvell doesn’t like me — but that don’t matter.’ 

‘ Oh no, thank you.’ The voice was hastily 
emphatic ; so that his vanity winced. ‘ There are 
several members of the League in the village. I shall 
send one of them.’ 

, He smiled — rather maliciously, 

‘ Are you going to tackle Miss Andrews herself 7 ’ 

‘ You ’re still — quite certain — that she ’s concerned 7 ’ 

‘ Quite certain. Since you and I met — a fortnight 
ago, isn’t it ? — I have seen her several tinies, in the 
neighbourhood of the house — after dark. She has no 
idea, of course,, that I have been prowling round.’ 

: ‘ What have you seen. ?— what can she be doing 7 ’ 
asked Delia. ‘ Of course I remember what you told 
me — the other day.’ - 

, Lathrop’s belief was that a close w'atch was how 
being kept on Daunt— pn his goings and cothiiigs— 
with, a view perhaps to 'beguiling him away, and then 
getting into the: house,,...;- i ' 

‘ But he has' lately got a ..niece to stay with him, 
and help look after the, .children, and the house. 
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Hia Bister's marriecl’ to London ^ offered to send 

her down for six months. He was rather , surprised, 
for he had quite lost sight of his sister ; but he tells 
me it ^s a great relief to his'mindd 

‘ So you talk to him ? ' 

‘ Certainly. Oh, he knows all about me — but he 
knows too that I ’m on the side of the liouse ! He 
thinks I ’ni a queer chap — but he can trust me—in 
that business. And by the way, Miss Bkhoiiflower, 
perhaps I ought to let you understand that I hn an 
artist and a writer, before I ’m a Suffragist, and if I 
come across Miss Marvell— engaged in what you and I 
have been talking of — I shall behave just like any other 
member of the public, and act for the police. I don't 
want to sail — with you — under any false pretences ! ' 

‘ I know/ said Delia quietly. ‘ You came to warn 
me — and we are acting together. I understand per- 
fectly. You — ^you’ve promised however ' — she could not 
keep her voice quite normal — ‘ that you'd let me know — 
that you ’d give me notice before you took any step/ 

Lathrop nodded. ‘If there's time — I promise. 
But if Daunt or I come upon Miss Marvell— or any 
of her minions — torch in hand — there would not be 
time. Though, of course, if I could help her escape, 
consistently with saving the house — ^for your sake— 
I should do so. I am sure you believe that ? ' 

Delia made no audible reply, but he took her 
silence for consent. 

-And’ now —he' resumed— ‘ I ought to be informed 
without .delay, whether, your messenger 'finds, Miss 
Marvell, ' and how she receives your letter* ’ 

, * I will let you know- at once/ ' , / ! . 

■ * A ■ telegram'’ 'brings me 'here— this ' same- spot* 
But you won’t wire .from the village ? * ■ ^ ' 


DELIA BLANCHPLOWia 290 

‘ Oil no, from Latchford.’ 

‘ Well, then, that ’s settled. Regard me, please, 
as your henchman. Well !— have you read any 
Madame de Noailles ? ’ 

He fancied he saw a slight impatient movement. 

‘ Not yet, I’m afraid. I’ve been living in a sickroom.’ 

Again he expressed polite sympathy, while his 
thoughts repeated — ‘ What waste !— what absui'dity 1 ’ 

* She might distract you — especially in these 
winter days. Her verse is the very quintessence of 
summer — of hot gardens and their scents — of roses. 
— and June twilights. It takes one out of tliis leafless 
North.’ He stretched a hand to the landscape. 

And suddenly, while his heavy face kindled, he 
began to recite. His French was immaculate — even 
to a sensitive and well- trained ear; and his voice, 
which in speaking was disagreeable, took in reciting 
deep and beautiful notes, which easily communicated 
to a listener the tlnill, the passion, of sensuous 
pleasure, which certain poetry produced in himself. 

But it communicated no such thrill to Delia. She 
was only irritably conscious of the uncouthness of his 
large cadaverous face, and straggling fair hair ; of his 
ragged ulster, his loosened tie, and all the other untidy 
details of his dress. ‘ And I shall have to go on meet- 
ing him ! ’ she thought, with repulsion. ‘ And at the 
end. of this walk (the gate was in sight) I shall have 
to shake hands with him-— and he ’ll hold my hand.’ 

She loathed the thought of it ; but she knew very 
well that she, was under coercion — for : Gertrude’s 
sake. The recollection of ■, Winningtph— away in Wan- 
chester bn county business — smote her sharply. But 
how could SM help it ? She must — must keep in 
touch with ttm man — who had Gertrude in Ins power. 
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Wliile these 'thotigllte. "were running through her 
mind, he stoppM Ms reGitation' abruptly. 

‘ Am I to help you any more — ^with the je%v6ls V ’ 

Delia staxted. Lathrop was sjailing at her, and 
she resented the smile. She had forgotten. Eat there 

was no help for it. She must have more money. It 

might be, iii the last resort, the means of bargaining 
with Gertrude. And how could she ask Mark 
Winningtou ! 

,So she hurriedly thanked him, naming a tiara and 
two pendants, that she thought must be valuable. ' 

‘ AU right,’ said LatMop, taking oat a note-book 
from , his breast pocket, and looking at certain entries 
he had made on the occasion of his visit to Maumsey. 
‘ I remember — ^worth a couple of thousand at least. 
When shall I have them ? ’ 

‘ I will send them registered — to-morrow — ^from 
Latchford.’ 

‘ Tres Men ! I will do my best. You know Mr. 
Winnington has offered me a commission?’ His 
eyes laughed. 

Delia turned upon him.. 

‘ And you ought to accept it, Mr. Lathrop I It 
would be kinder to all of us.’ 

She spoke with spirit, and dignity. But he laughed 
again and shook his head. . 

‘ My reward, you see, is just not to be paid. My 
fee is your presence~in this wood — your little word 
of thanks— -and the hand you give me — on the 
bargain! ’ : 

They had reached, the gate, and he held out Ms 
hand. Deha had .flushed violently, 'but she yielded 
her own. He pressedit lingeringly, as she had foreseen, 
then released it and opened the gate for her. 
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‘ Good-bye, then. A word commands me~when. 
you wish. We keep watch-^and each informs the 
other— barring accidents. That is, I tliinb, the bargain.’ 

She murmured assent, and they parted. Half 
way back towards Ms own cottage, Lathrop paused at 
a spot whore the trees were thm, and the slopes of the 
valley below could be clearly seen. He could still make 
out her figure nearing the first houses of the village. 

‘ I think she hates me. Never mind ! I command 
her, and meet me she must — ^when I please to summon 
her. There is some sweetness in that — and in teasing 
the stupid fellow who no doubt will own her some day.’ 

And he thought exultantly of Winnington’s letter 
to him, and his own insolent reply. It had been a 
perfectly civil letter — and a perfectly proper thing 
for a guardian to do. But — for the moment — 

‘ I have the whip hand — and it amuses me to 
keep it.^ — Now then for Blaydes ! ’ 

For there, in the doorway of the cottage, stood 
the young journalist, waiting and smoking. He was 
evidently in good humour. 

‘ Well ? She came ? ’ 

* Of omxrse she came. But it doesn’t matter to you.’ 
‘ Oh, doesn’t it ! I suppose she wants you to sell 
something more for her ? ’ 

Lathrop did not reply. Concerning Gertrude 
Marvell, he bad not breathed a ■word to Blaydes. , 
They entered the hut together, and Lathrop 
re-kindled the fire. The two men sat over it smoking. 
Bkydes plied, his companion with eager questions, 
to wHeh Lathrop returned the scantiest answers. At 
last he said with a sareastie look — 

‘ I was offered four hundred pounds this afternoon 
—and refused it.’ ■ , : 
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‘The deuce you ■ did ! * cried Blaydes fiercely. 
‘ What about my debt — ^and what do you mean ? ’ 

‘ Ten per cent, commission/ said Lathrop, drawing 
quietly at his cigar. ‘ Sales up to two thou., a fortnight 
ago. I shall get the same monej^ — or more — for the 
next batch.’ 

‘ Well, that ’s all right ! No need to get it out of 
the lady, if you ’re particular. Get it out of the other 
side. Any fool corrld manage that.’ 

' I. shall not get a farthing out of the other side. 
I shall not make a doit out of the whole transaction ! ’ 

‘ Then you ’re a d-^ — d fool,’ said Blaydes, in a 
passion. ‘ And a dishonest fool besides ! ’ 

‘ Easy, please ! What hold should I have on this 
girl — this splendid creature — if I were merely to 
make money out of her ? As it is, she ’s obliged to 
me — she treats me like a gentleman. I thought you 
had matrimonial ideas.’ 

‘ I don’t believe you ’ve got the ghost of a chance ! ’ 
grumbled Blaydes, his mind smarting under the 
thought of the lost four hundred pounds, out of which 
his debt might have been paid. 

‘ Nor do I,’ said Lathrop coolly. ‘ But I choose 
to keep on equal terms with her. You can sell me 
up when you like.’ 

He lounged to the window, and threw it open. The 
January day was closing, not in any glory of suaset, 
but with interwoven greys and pearls, and d-elicate 
yeUow lights slipping through the clouds. 

■ I shall always have tlws ’— he said to himself, 
passionately, as be drank in the air and the beauty 
— ‘ whatever happens.’- , : 

BeooUection brought back to him Delia’s proud/ 
virginal youth, and her springing, step as she walked 
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beside him through th% wood. His mind wayered again 
between triumph and self-disgust. His muddy past 
, returned upon him, : mingled, as always, with that 
invincible respect for, and belief in, something high 
and, unstained in the depths of his own nature, to 
which his weakened, and corrupt will was yet unable 
to give any effect. 

^ ‘What I have done is not “ me ” ’—he thought. 
At any rate not all “me.” I am better than it. I 
suspect Winnington has told her something— measuring 
it chastely out. All the same— I shall see her again.’ 

Meanwhile Delia was descending the hill pursued 
by doubts and terrors. The day was now darkening 
fast, and heavy snow-olouds were coming down over 
the valley. The wind had dropped, but the heavy 
air^ was bitter-eold and^ lifeless, as though the earth 
waited sadly for the silencing and mufHim" of the 
tphbw.; ; ; y V\ . , ° 

And in Delia s heart there was a like dumb 
expectancy of change. The old enthusiasms and 
ideals and causes seemed for the moment to lie veiled 
and frozen within her. Only two figures emerged 
Aarply in the landscape of thought— Gertrude— and 
iWmtnngton. ' 

Since that day, the day before Weston’s operation, 
when Paul Lathrop had brought her evidence-^ 


on 

friends in London—' 
suspicions into certainties,' she 
hour free from fear. ■ 

unanswered 
was; though it seemed to her 


, o.wn ’ 
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to the head office of -the League of Eevolt must have 
been forwarded. No. 1 She must face the truth — at 
any rate the strong i)robabiIity— that Gertrude was 
really planning this hateful thing ; the destruction of 
this beautiful and historic house, with all its memories 
and its treasures, in order to punish a Cabinet Minister 
for his opposition to Woman Suffrage, and so terrorise 
others. Moreover it meant the risking of human life — ^ 
Daunt — his children ; complete indifference also to 
Delia*s feelings, Delia’s pain. 

What was she to do ? Betray her Mend ?— go 
to Winnington for help ? But he was a magistrate, 
If such a plot were really on foot~and Lathrop was 
himself convinced that petroleum and explosives were 
already stored somewhere in the neighbourhood of 
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. Anti yet the yearmi^ ;t6 go to !'iim--lilce the 
jeanimg oi aa aiihappy ciuld— wm so stroii? 1 
, Iraitor i doiible-djefl.- 

Aud pausmg just. outside the viOage. at a field 
pte, Delia leant over it, gazing into the lowering skv. 
and piteousiy crying to some power beyond-some 
God if any Eeus there be,’ on whom the heart in 
its trouble might throw itself. 

Her thougiit ran backwards and forwards over the 
past months^ and years. The burning moments of 
revolt througa which she bad hved-the meetings of 
the League wia their multitudes of faces-strained, 
tieice faces, ahve, many of them, with hatreds new 
Liiglisli life, ^ new perhaps to civilised historr,— 
and .ihe intermittent gusts, of pity and fury which 
liad sw-ept through her own young ignorance as she 
listened, making a hideous thing of the futux-e and 
ot hmnan fate she lived through them all again, 
mdividual personalities recurred to her, the wild 
looks of delicate, frenzied women, who had lost health 
employment, and the love of friends— suffered in 
body, mmd and estate for this ‘ cause ’ to which she 
00 had vowed herself. Was she alone to desert, to 
tail— both the cause and her friend, who had tauc^ht 
her everything ? , ' ° ' 

: ‘ It ’s not my will— not my will- that sbrinlrs 
she. moaned to herself. ‘If I bdieve^H I still 
believed V , . . ■ ; . ' , 

But why was the fire gone out of the old faiths, 
the savour from', the , old hopes,? Was she less moved 
by tlie ^ siifferiBga,' ' the toils,;-, tli© weakndss of her sex?’ 
She could remeinber .hightsAf. weeping-over the wrongs ' 
of women, after an impasabned evening with Gertrude. 
And now-"-had the heart of flesh become a heart of 
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stone? ‘ Was 'Vsto' BO' /'longer worthy of the great 
crusade j, ' the vast .'upheaval ? ■ ■ . ■ ' ' 

She could Bot tell. She only knew that the glamour 
of it all was gone— that there were .many' hours when 
the Movement lay like lead upon her life. Was it 
simply that her intelligence had revolted, that she 
had come to see the folly, the sheer, ludicrous folly 
of a ' physical force ’ policy -which opposed the pin- 
pricks of women to the strength of men ? Or was it 
something else^ — something far more eompellmg — more 
convincing — more humiliating ? 

‘ I Ve just fallen* in love I— fallen in hm ! —the 
wo.rds repeated themselves brazenly, desperately, 
in her mind : — ‘ and I can't think for myself — judge 
for myself any longer ! It 's abominable— but it 's 
true 1 ' 

The very thought of Winnington's voice and look 
made her tremble as she walked. Eternal weakness 
of the eternal woman ! She scorned herself, yet a 
bewildering joy sang through her senses. 

Nevertheless she held it at bay. She had her 
promised word — ^her honour — to think of. Gertrude 
still expected her in London — on the scene of action. 

* And I shall go,' she said to herself with resolute 
inconsistency, * 1 shall go! ^ 

’.What an angel Mark Winniiigton had been to hei\. 
this last fortnight ! She recalled the day of Weston's 
operation, . and all the long days since. The poor 
gentle ^ creature had suffered -.terribly ; death had been, 
|usfc held off, ' from, hour to hour ; and was only now 
withdrawing.; ■ .And.D'elia^-' sitting by the’ bed, or stealing 
with hushed' foot 'about ‘the houses Was not only ’torn, 
by pity- for the livihg-.'sufferer, she was haunted again 
by ail the memories of = her father's dying struggle— 
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bitter and iniserable days'! ''And witii^what tender* 
ness, what strength, what infinite 'delicacy of thought 
and care, had she been 'upheld through it all ! Her 
heart melted within her. There are such men in 
the world — there are ! — and a year ago I should have 
simply despised anyone who told me so ! ' 

Yet after these weeks of deepening experience, and 
sacred feeling, in which she had come to love Mark 
Winnington with all the strength of her jmung heart, 
and to realise that she loved him, the first use that she 
was making of a free hour was to go, unknown to him: — 
for he w^as away on county business at Wanehester™ 
and meet Paul Lathrop ! 

‘ But he would understand,’ she said to herself, 
drearily, as she moved on again. * If he knew, he 
would understand.’ 

Now she must hurry on. She turned into the broad 
High Street of the village, observed by many people, 
and half-way down, she stopped at a door on which 
was a brass plate, * Miss Toogood, Dressmaker.’ 

The lame woman greeted her with delight, and 
there in the back parlour of the little shop she found 
them gathered, — Kitty Poster, the science mistress Miss 
Jackson, and Miss Toogood, — ^the three 'Daughters/ 
who were now coldly looked on in the village, and 
found. pleasure chiefly in each other’s society..,.' Marion 
Andrews was not there. Delia indeed fancied she 
had seen her" in' the dusk,;; walking yn a-^eida lane,: that 
led ' mtojhe MtokiLawrehcsYoa# with another girl, 
whom Delia did not^knbwv-::’', y.i- ^ 

- It was aYMief/'KowWer/hot 'to,’ find her— for the 
moixient. "The, faces of ythe three women in the back 
parlour' were all strained 'and, nervous; they spoke low,. 
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and they ' gathered ' round' Delia \dfcb an eagerness 
which betrayed their oS'V'h' sense o£ isolation— -of being 
loft leaderloss. L ■ 

‘ Yon will be going up soon, won’t you ? ' whispered 
Siisa Toogood, as she stroked the sioeve of Delia’s 
jacket. ‘ The Tocsin says there ’ll be gi’eat doings 
next week — the day Parliament meets.’ 

‘ I ’V0 got my orders ! ’ — said Kitty Poster, tossing 
her red hair mysteriously. ‘ Father won’t keep me 
down here any longer. I ’ve made arrangements to 
go up to-morrow and lodge with a cousin in Battersea. 
She ’s as deep in it as I. am.’, 

,* And I, ’in hoping they ’ll find room for me in the 
League office,’ said the science mistress. ‘I can’t 
stand this life here much longer. My Go'vernors are 
always sho^?ing me they think us all criminals, and 
they’ll find an excuse for getting rid of me whenever 
they can. I daren’t even put up the “ Daughters’ ” 
colours in my room now.’ : 

Her hollow, anxious eyes, with the fanatical light 
in them, clung to Delia — to the, girl’s noble head, and 
the young face flushed with the winter wind. 

‘ But 'we shall get it this session, shan’t W'e ? ’ 
said Mss 'Toogood eagerly, stiU stroking Delia’s 
fur. ' ‘ The Government will give in— they mast 
give in.’ , ■ 

And she began to talk with hushed .enthusiasm of 
'the ' last month’s tale of outrageST-houses burnt, 
'windpwA broken, Downing' Street attacked, red pepper 
thrown overr.a Minister,, ballot-boxes . spoiled—— 
Suddenly, it ail seemed to Delia so absurd—so 
■pathetic— ' . ■ ’ • ./ 

, ' ' * 'I' don’t think. we :shal' get thb Bill!’ she said 
sombrely. ' ‘ We shall, be tricked again.* 
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‘Dear, dear!’, said .. Miss Toogood helplessly. 
‘ Then we shall have to go oxv. It ’s war. We ean’t 
stop.’ 

And as she stood, there, sadly contemplating the 
‘ war/ in which, poor sqjil, she had never yet joined, 
except by S3mipathy, a little bill-distributing and a 
modest subscription, she seemed to carry on her 
shoulders the whole burden of the Movement— 
herself, the little lame dressmaker, on the one side — 
and a truculent British Empire on the other. 

‘ We ’ll make them smart anyway ! ’ cried Kitty 
Foster. ‘ See ii we don’t ! ’ 

Delia huniedly opened her business. Would one 
of them take a letter for her to London — an important 
letter to Miss Marvell that she didn’t want to trust to 
the post. "Whoever took it must go to the League 
ofiice and fmd out where Miss Marvell was, and deliver 
it — personally. She couldn’t go herself — till after 
the doctors’ con|ultation, which was to be held on 
Monday — if then. 

kliss Jackson at once volunteered. Her face 
lightened eagerly. 

‘ It ’s Saturday. I shall be free. And then I shall 
see for mysolf— at the office— if they , can give me 
anything to do. When they write, they seem to 
put me off.* . . ■ , , , ■ 

, Delia gave her the letter, and stayed talking with 
. them a little. ■ They, 'it was evident, ,know nothing 
of . the anxiety which possessed, .her. And as to their 
hopes and expectations— why was it they now' seemed 
to her so 'foolish and spdghorant ? She had shared 
thorn all,, such a littib while before^ 

And ' meanwhile ' they ■ made'' much of her. They 
tried to keep her with them in the little .stuffy parlour, 
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with its book^i which had belongod to Miss Toogood’s 
father, aad the engraving .of Winchester cathedral, 
and the portrait of Mrl Keblei That ‘ Miss Blanch- 
flower,’ was with them, seemed to. reflect a glory on 
their little despised coterie. They admired her and 
listened to her, loth to let her go. 

Bat at last Delia said Good-bye, and stepped out 
again into the lights of the village street. As she 
walked rapidly towards Maumsey, and the village 
houses thinned and fell away, she suddenly noticed 
a dark figure in front of her. It was Marion Andrews, 
DeUa ran to overtake her. 

Marion stopped uncertainly when she heard herself 
called. Delia, breathless, laida hand on her arm. 

‘ I wanted to speak to you ! ’ 

‘ Yes ! ’ The girl stood quiet. It w'as too dark 
now to see her face. 

‘ I wanted to tell you — that there are suspicions — 
about Monk Lawrence. You are being watched. 
I want you to promise to give it up ! ’ 

There was no one on the road, above which some 
frosty stars had begun to come out. Marion Andrews 
moved on slowly. 

‘ I don’t know w'hat you mean, Miss Blanebllower.’ 

‘ Don’t, please, try to deceive me ! ’ cried Delia, 
with low- voiced urgency. ‘ You have been seen at 
night — ^following Daunt about — examining the doors 
and windows. The person who suspects won’t betray 
us-. I ’ve seen to that. But. you must give it up— 
yon: fhust ! I have written to Miss Marvell,’ 

Marion Andrews laughed,— a sound of defiance, 

! 'All, right, I don’t take my orders from anyone 
but her. But you are mistaken, Miss Blanohflower, 
quite mistaken. Good night.’ 
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And turning quickly,, to'.' 'the lefts she' entered a 
field path leading to her brother’s house^ and was : 
immediately out of sight, 

Delia went on, smarting and bewildered. How 
clear it -was that she w^as no longer trusted — ^no longer 
in the inner circle — and that Gertrude herself had 
given the cue ! The silent and stubborn Marion 
Andrews was of a very different type from the three 
excitable or helpless women gathered in Miss Toogood’s 
parlour. She had ability, passion, and the power to 
hold her tongue. Her connection with Gertrude 
Marvell had begun in London, at the * Daughters ’ 
ofiiee, as Delia now kne^v, long before her own appear- 
anee at Maumsey. When Gertrude came to the Abbey, 
she and this strange, determined wmiiian were already 
well acquainted, though Delia herself had not been 
aw^are of it till quite lately. ‘ I have been a child in 
their hands ! — thej?- have 7iemr trusted me ! ’ Heart 
and vanity were equally wounded. 

As she neared the Maumsey gate, suddenly a sound 
— a voice — a tall figure in the twilight. 

‘ Ah, there you are i ’ said Winnington. Lady 
Tonbridge sent me to look for you.’ 

* Aren’t you back very early ? ’ Delia attempted 
henusual voice. But the man wdio joined her at once 
detected the note of effort, of tired pre-occupation, 

*Yes — oui\ busineBB, collapsed. Om clerk ’s' too ■ 
good-leaves us nothing to do. So I ’ve been;having 
a talk with Lady Tonbridge.’ ^ , . 

Delia; was startled.;; 'not ‘■.by The. words, but by the 
. manner of them.' ’ While --she '.seemed To Winnington to 
be' thinking' of something; other . than' the moment—^ 
the actual moment, "her impression was the precise 
opposite, as of a sharp, intena© consciousness of 'the 

' " ■ K . 
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moraent;m Mm, ^ -wMch presently communicated its 
own emotion to her. ' , 

They walked up the drive together. 

‘ At last I have got a horse for you,’ said 
Winnington, after a pause. ‘ Shall I bring it to- 
morrow ? Weston is going on so well to-night, France 
tells mo, that he may be able to say “ out of danger ” 
to-morrow. If so, let me take you far afield, into the 
Forest. We might have a jolly run.’ 

Delia hesitated. It was very good of him. But 
she was out of practice. She hadn’t ridden for a 
long time. 

Winnington laughed aloud. He told — deliberately 
— a tale of a young lady on a black mare, whom no 
one else could ride — of a Valkyrie — a Brunliilde — 
who had exchanged a Tyrolese hotel for a forest lodge, 
and ranged the wide world alone — 

‘ Oh ! ’ — cried Delia, ‘ w'here did you hear that ? ’ 
He described the talk of the little Swedish lady, 
and that evening on the heights when he had first 
heard her name. 

Next day came the lawyers’ letter — and yours— 
.. both in a bundle.’ 

, ‘ You’ll agree— I did all I could— to put you off ! ’ 
* So I understood— at once. You never beat about 
the bushw’. 

There was a tender laughter in his voice. But she 
had not the heart to spar with liiin. He felt rather 
than’saw her dropping. . Alarm— atmety— rushed upon 
Mm, 'mingled in a tetopest-dnven Mind with all that 
’ Madeleine. Tonbridge, m' the -Maumsey drawing-room, 

, had^ just ' been saymg\to; him; ' That bad been indeed 
the plain speaking of A friend 1—attaeldng his qualms 
and scruples up and down, denouncing them even; 
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asking him indignantly, . who else could save this 
child ? — who else could free her from the sordid en- 
tanglement into which her life bad slipped — but he? 
‘ You — you only, can do . it ! * The words were still 
thundering through his blood. Yet he had not meant 
to listen to his old friend. He had indeed withstood 
her firmly. But this sad and languid Delia began, 
again, to put resistance to flight — to tempt — to justify 
him — driving him into action that his cooler will had 
just refused. 

Suddenly, as they walked under the overshadowing 
trees of the drive, her ungloved hand hanging beside 
her, she felt it taken, enclosed in a warm strong clasp. 
A thrill, a , shiver ran through her. But she let it 
stay. Neither spoke. Only as they neared the front 
door with the lamp, she softly withdrew her fingers. 

There was no one in the drawing-room, which was 
scented with early hyacinths, and pleasantly aglow 
vdth fire-light. Winnington closed the door, and 
they stood facing each other. Delia wanted to cry 
out — to prevent him from speaking — but she seemed 
struck dumb. 

He approached her. 

‘Delia!’ 

She looked at him, still helplessly silent. She had 
thrown off her hat and furs, and, in her short walking- 
dress, she looked singularly young and fragile. The 
change wliich had tempered the splendid-^or ihsolent — 
exuberance of her .beauty, which Lathr&p had per- 
ceived, had made it'' in, Winnington’s eyes infinitely 
more appealing, infinitely more, seductive. Love and 
fear, mingled, had passed: into her face,’' like the 
.sculptor’s last subtle, touches,' ,on. the clay. 

‘Delia!’ How all life , seemed to have passed 
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iftto a name ! ‘ I ’m not' sore that I ought to speak 
— I*m not sui'e it ’s' fair.' It seems like taking advan- 
tage. If you think so, don’t imagine I shall ■ ever 
press it again; I ’m twenty years older than you— 
I ’ve had my youth. I thought everything was closed 

for me, but ’ He paused a moment — ^then his 

voice broke into a low cry — ‘ Dear ! what have you 
done to make me love you so ? ’ 

He came nearer. His look spoke the rest. 

Delia, retreated. 

‘ What have I done ? ’ she said passionately. 
‘ klade your life one long worry !— ever since you 
saw me. How can you love me ? — ^you oughtn’t !— 
you oughtn’t ! ’ 

He laughed. 

‘ Every quarrel we had I loved you the better. 

From our very fii’st talk in this room ’ 

She cried out, putting up her hands, as though 
to protect herself against the power that breathed 
from his face, and shining eyes. 

‘ Don’t — don’t — I can’t bear it ! ’ 

His expression changed. . 

‘Delia I’ 

‘Oh, I do thank you!’ she said piteously. ‘I 
would— if I could. I — I shall never care for anyone 
else — but I can’t — I can’t.’ 

He was silent a moment, and then said, taking 
her hands, and putting them to Ms Hps — 

* Won’t you explain ? ’ 

‘ Yes,. I ’E try — I ought to. You see ’ — ^she looked 
up in an anguish—’ I ’m not my own— to give-^and I 
— i?o, no, I coMdn’t haake you happy ! ’ 

‘.Yqu’mean— ya».,’s^you’re too deeply pledged 
,to this Society ? ’ ' . ■ 
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He had dropped her baads and stood looking at 
her, as if he would read te through. 

‘ I must go up to town next week,’ she said hurriedly. 
‘ I must go, and I must do what Gertrude tells me. 
Perhaps — I can protect — save her. I don’t know. 
■I dare say I ®ia absurd to think so — but I ntighi — and 
I ’m bound. I *m promised — ^promised in honour — 
and I can’t-— get free. I can’t give up Gertrude — and 
you — ^you could never bear with her — or accept her. 
And so — ^you see — I should just make you miserable ! ’ 

He walked away, his hands in his pockets, and 
came back. 5]hen suddenly he took her by tliu 
shoulders. 

‘ You don’t imagine I shall acquiesce in this ! ’ 
he said passionately — ‘ that I shall endure to see you 
tied and chained by a woman whom I know you have 
ceased to resn-eH, and I belie-ve you have ceased to 
love 1 ’ 

‘ No ! — ^no she protested. 

‘ I think B is so,’ he said steadily. ‘ That is 
how I read itP 

She gave u sob — quickly repressed. Then she 
violently mastered herself. 

‘ If it were true — I can’t marry you. I w'on’t be 
treacherous — nor a coward. I’ve got myself into a 
hopeless coil. I must take the consequences. But 
I won’t ruin your life. Dear Mr. Mark— -it ’s quite, 
quite impossible ! . Let ’s never talk of it again.’ 

. And straightening alTher slender body, she faced 
him with that foolish eoiirage^.that senseless heroisin, 
which women have so terribly at command. 

So far, however, from obliging her, he broke into 
a 'tempest of discussion, bringing to bear upon her all 
the argumeahu Lhat. love or common sense dictated. 
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If she really cared for'ibim at ail, if she even thought 
it possible she might eare, was she going to refuse all 
help— all advice— from one to whom she had gi-own 
so dear?— to whom ever^hing she did was now of 
such vital, such desperate importanee ? He pleaded 
for himself— guessing it to be the more hopeful way. 

‘ It ’s been a lonely life, Delia, till you came ! And 
now you ’ve filled it. For God’s sake, listen to me ! I^et 
me protect you, dear— let me advise you— trust your- 
self to me. Do you imagine I should w'ant to dictate 
- to you — or t 3 ri’anmse over you ? Do you , imagine 
I don’t synipathise with your faiths, your ideals — 
;that I don’t feel for women — what they suffer— what 
they endure — ^in this hard world ? Delia, we ’d work 
together !— it mightn’t be ahvays in the same way— 
nor always with the same opinions — but we’d teach — 
,wo ’d help each other. Youi- own conscience — ^your Own 
liiind — I see it plainly — have turned against this horrible 
cjimpaign — and the woman wdio ’s led you into it. 
How she ’s treated you ! Would any Mend, any 
real friend, have left you alone through this Heston 
business ? And you ’ve given her everything — ^your 
house, your money, yourself ! It makes me mad.' 

He paused, putting a strong force upon himself, 
and resumed more calmly — 

‘ I do implore you to break with her— as gently, 
as generously as you like — but free yourself ! And 
dhen!’ — ^he drew a long breath— ‘what a life we’d 
make together ! ’ . , . ' ' ; 

i He sat down beside her. Under the strong over- 
hanging brows, his grey eyes stiU pleaded with her:-r- 
silently, , 

, But • she was just; feong enough— the poor clnld 1 
— to resist him. She .scarcely replied; but her bitter 
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loyalty held the gate— against his onslaughts. And 
at last she tottered to her feet. , 

‘ Mr. Mark — clear Mr. Hark !— let me go ! ’ 

Her voice, her aspect struck him dumb. And before 
be could rally his forces again, the door shut, and she 
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*So I msstn’t argue any more ?’ said Lady Tonbridge, 
looking at Delia, who was seated by her guest’s fire, 
and wore the weary aspect of one who had already 
been argued with a good deal. 

Madeleine’s tone was one of suppressed- exas- 
peration. Exasperation rather with the general 
nature of things than with Delia. It was difficult 
to be angry with one whose perversity made her so 
e’tddently wretched. But as to the ‘ intolerable woman ’ 
who had got the girl’s conscience — ^and Winniagton’s 
happiness — in her power, Lady Tonbridge’s feelings 
were at a wLito heat. How to reason with Delia, 
without handling Gertrude Marvell as she deserved 
—there was the difficulty. 

La any case, Delia was unshakeable. If Weston 
were really out of danger — Dr. Eranee was to bring 
over the Brownmonth specialist on Monday — ^then 
that, very afternoon Delia must and would go to 
London to join Gertrude Marvell. And the follow- 
ing day Parliament: would re-assemble under the 
menace, of raids and stone- throwings, to which the 
Tocdn had.' bean - fo.}- ' weeks past "summoning ‘ The 
Daughters of Eevolt^’ 'throughout the country, in 
terms of passionate violence.; In those proceedings 
Delia had apparently determined to take her part, 
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As to this, Lady Tonbridge had not been 'able to move 
her in the least. ■ ^ ' 

The ease for Winnington seemed indeed for the 
moment desperate. After his scene %vith Delia he 
had left the Abbey immediately, and Lady Ton- 
bridge, though certain that something important — 
and disastrous — had happened, would have knowm 
nothing, but for a sudden confession from Delia, 
as the two ladies sat together in the drawdng-room 
after dinner. Delia had abrupt^ laid dov/n her book, 
with which she was clearly only trifling — in order to 
say— 

* I think I had better tell you at once that my 
guardian asked me to marry him, this afternoon, 
and I refused.’ 

Since this earthquake-shock, Madeleine Tonbridge 
could imagine nothing more unsatisfactoiy than the 
conversations between them which had begun in the 
drawing-room, and lingered on till, now, at nearly 
midnight, sheer iveariness on both sides had brought 
them to an end. When Madeleine had at last thrown 
up argument as hopeless, Delia with a face of carven 
wax, and so handsome through it all that Lady Ton- 
bridge could have beaten her for sheer vexation, had 
said a quiet good-night and departed. 

But she was in love with him, the foolish,, obstinate 
oliild ! — ^^vildly, absorbingly in love with him ! The 
fact was tragically- evident, in everything she, said, 
and everything, she left-mmid. 

' ' The atniggle lay then between her loyalty to her 
friend, the passionate" loyalty of woman to woman, 
so newly ‘ and .strangely-' developed by the Suffrage 
movement, and Winnington’s advancing influence, — 
the influence of a' man equipped surely with all the 
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means of victory— character, strength, . chann — over 
the girl’s heart and , imagination. Ho must conquer ! 

And yet Madeleind Tonbridge, staring into tlio 
ashtis of a dwindling fire, had never persuaded 
herself — incorrigible optimist that she was — ^to so little 
purpose. 

What was there at the back of the girl’s mind ? 
Something more than appeared ; though what ap* 
peared, was bad enough. One seemed at times to 
catch a glimpse of some cloaked and brooding Horror,, 
in the dim background of the girl’s consciousness, 
and overshadowing it. ’What more likely indeed, with 
' this wild campaign sweeping through the country ? 
She probably knew or suspected things that hor 
moral sense condemned, to which she was neverthe- 
less committed. 

‘ We shall end by proving all that the enemy says 
of us ; we shall give our chance away for a generation 1 ’ 

‘ Do for Heaven’s sake keep the young lady at 
home 1’ 

The speaker was Dr. France. After seeing his 
patient, dismissing the specialist, and spending half 
m hom tite-i-tSie with Delia, he came down to see 
Lady, Tonbridge in a state that in anyone, else, would 
haive been a state of agitation. In him all that 
appear^ was a certain hawkish glitter in the eye, and 
a tendency to pull and pinch a scarcely existing 
moustache. Bpt Madeleine, who knew him well, 
understood' that he was just as .much- at feud mth the 
radical . ahsurdity of- things, as - she was. ' , 

‘ No one can keep her, at home. Delia is of age, * 
she said, rising to jjoebt him, with a face as Serious as 
-his own. ' ''' ' , ■ 
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‘ If she gets into prison,, and. hunger-strikes, she ’ll 
injure herself! She.’s extraordinarily run down with 
this business of Weston’s. ' I don’t believe she could 
stand the sheer excitement of what she proposes to do.’ 
®:;;:||:;She^’Atoldv 'k 

‘ Quite enough. If she once goes, up to town — 
if she once gets into that woman’s clutches, no one 
can tell what will happen ? Oh, you women ! — ^you 
women ! ’ The doctor walked tigerishly up and down 
the room. ‘ That some of the cleverest and wisest 
of you can stoop to dabbling in a business like this ! 
Upon my w'ord it ’s an eye-opener ! — it pulls one up. 
Aadk;|hu/ : you can drive men -by ; such, antief 
The more you smash and burn, the more firinly goes 
down the male foot — ^yes, and the female too ! ’ 

And the doctor, with a glare, and a male foot as 
;^rni Aiihe couM 'makuRj: came -to: a stop: besidb • Ladyi 
::Tbnbiidge--|yGMJ loGked’Akhim^opoUy.:: t 
:ft::Iv::!bExcelIeih;I-^buk:Ao :ooneerh': 6{V^^'hiihe.v^-^ 
a militant. But I want the vote just as much as 
‘sDeliakdoes! ’'; said Lady: Tonbridge stoutiy,^^^^^^ 
;:fbrget::that.’ (; , :: 

‘ No, you don’t — ^you don’t ! Excuse me. You 
are a reasonable woman.’ 

‘ Half the reasonable women in England want the 
vote. . Why shouldn’t I have a vote — as well as you ?, ’ 
‘Because, my dear lady’— the doctor smote the 
table with his hand for. emphasis—' because the 
pa.rliameniary vote means the government of men 
by mew— without which we '.go to pieces. And you 
propose now to inakeui include .the government of men 
by women— 'which is .absSrd 1— and if you try it, will 
only break up the ohly real government that exists, 
nr can exist ! ’ v . 
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* Oh “ pHysieai -forca,” ’ said Madeleine con- 
tainptuoiisly, with her hose in the air. 

‘ Well— did I — did you — ^make the physical difference 
between men and women ? Can we unmake it ? ’ 

‘ We are governed by public opinion — not by 
force.’ 

‘ Are we ? Look at South Africa — ^look at Ulster — 
• look at the labour-troubles that have been, and are to 
be. And then you women come along with your 
claim to the vote ! What are you doing but breaking 
up all the social values — ^weakening all the foundations 
of the social edifice ! Woe ! — to you women especially 
— ^when you teach men to despise the vote : — ^when men 
come to kirow that behind the paper currency of a 
vote, which may be a man’s or a woman’s, there is 
nothing but an opinion — bad or good ! At present, 
I tell you, the great conventions of democracy hold 
because there is reaUty of bone and muscle behind 
them ! Break down that reality — and sooner or 
later we come back to force again — ^through bloodshed 
arid anarchy ! ’ 

‘ Inevitable — all the same ! ’ cried Madeleine. 

‘ Wliy did you ever let us taste education ? — ^if you 
are to deny us for ever political equality ? ’ 

‘Use your education, my dear Madam I’ said 
the doctor indignantly. ‘ Are there not many roads 
to political equality? — many forms of go^'ernment 
within government, that may be tried, before you 
insist on ruining us by doing men’s work in the men’s 
way ? Hasn’t it taken more than a Inmdred years 
to settle that ' Irish question^ . which began with, the 
' Union ? Is it a hundred„years yet since it was a .hang- 
ing matter to steal a hahdkerehief off a hedge ? Can’t 
you give us a hundred-years for the Woman Question ? 
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Sixty years only, since the higher education of women 
began! Isn't the' science oi government developing 
every day ? ■ What 's . all this federalist talk but a 
way out for women ? ' Women have got, you say, to 
be fitted into government — I agree ! I agree ! But 
don't rush it I Claim everything — what you like 1 — 
except only that sovereign vote, which controls, and 
must control, the male force of an Empire ! ' 

‘"Jove's thunder ! ’ scoffed Lady Tonbridge. ‘ Well 
— my dear old friend ! — ^you and I shan't agree — 
you know that. Now what can I do for Delia ? ' 

‘ Nothing,' said Prance gloomily, ‘ Unless some 
one goes up to watch over her.’ 

‘ Her guardian will go/ said Madeleine quietly, 
after a pause. 

They eyed each other. 

‘ You're sure ? ' said France. 

* Quite sure — though I've not said a word to 
him — nor he to me/ 

‘ All right, then — she 's worth it ! By George, she 's 
got the makings of something splendid in her. I tell 
you she 's had as much to do as any of us with saving 
the life of that woman upstairs. Courage? — tender- 
ness ? — not 'arf ! " ' 

The slangy turn shewed the speaker's desire to get 
rid of his own feelings. .Ha had, at any rate, soon 
smothered them, and he and Lady Tonbridge, their 
chairs drawn close, fell into a very confidential .dis- 
cussion.' France was one .-of. those- country doctors, 
not rare fortimatoly in England, in whom a whole 
neighbourhood confides,; whom a vrholo neighbourhood 
loves I all 'the more if a man-betraj^^ a fair'aliowtoee 
of those' gnarls and twists';' of character, of strong 
prejudices, and liarmlap-:' manias, which enable th# 
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eommon herd to take hm to tjieir bosoms. Dr. .France 
was a frenzied stamp-collector, a player — mdiii'orent — 
on the comet, and^ a person who could never bo 
trusted to deal faithfully and on O.O.S. principles 
^yith tramps and ‘ undesirables.’ Such things temper 
the majesty of virtue, and make even the good human. 

He had known and prescribed for Winnington 
since he was a boy in knickers ; he was particularly 
attached to Lady Tonbridge. What he and Maddleine 
ta,Iked about is not of great importance to this narrative ; 
but it is certain that France left the house in much 
concern for a man he loved, and a girl who, in the 
teeth of his hottest beliefs, had managed to touch his 
feelings. 

, Delia spent the day in packing. Winnington made 
no sign. In the afternoon— it was a wet Saturday 
afternoon — ^Lady Tonbridge sitting in the drawing-room 
saw the science mistress of the Dame Perrott School 
connng up the drive. Madeleine knew her as a 
‘ Daughter,’ and could not help scowling at her— ntiseen. 

■ She was at once admitted, however, and spent a 
. short 'time with Delia in the Library. , , , 

And when Miss Jackson closed the Library door 
beliiud her on her way out of the house, Delia broke the 
seal of a iotter which had been given into her hands : — 

* I am very sorry, my dear Delia, ,you should ha vo 
taken' these silly reports .so much to beart. . You- had 
bettor disihiss them from your' mind. I havo, given 
no. such orders' as yQU_suppQS 0 ---nor has the Central 
.OiBoe. The plan you found "referred to something ; 
quite different — t. really cahlt remember what, I can’t 
of course be .responsible for .ah the “ Daughters ” ' in 
England, but I have; much more important business 
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to think of just now than .the nonsense Mr. Latbrop 

seems to have been stuffing you with. As to W 

L , it would only be worth while to strike at him, 

if oiw affairs go wrong — through him. At present, I 
am extraordinarily hopeful. We are winning every 
day. People see that we are in earnest, and mean to 
succeed — at whatever cost. 

‘ I am glad you are coming up on Monday. I 
moved into the flat yesterday. You will find it 
anything but a comfortable or restful place, — but that 
you will be prepared for. Our jjeople are amazing i 
— ^and we shall get into the House on Tuesday, . or - 
know the reason why. 

‘ For the money you serxt, and the money you 
promise — best thanks. Everybody is giving. It is 
the spirit of the Crusader, “ Diau le veult ! ” 

‘ Your affectionate 

Delia read and re-read it. It was the' first time 
Gertrude had deliberately tried to deceive her, and the 
girl’s heart was sore. Even now, she was not to be 
trusted — ‘now that I am risking everything— 
iJmig! ’ And with the letter on her lap, she sat and 
thought of Winnington’s face, as he had turned to look 
at her, before leaving the drawing-room the night before. 

The day passed drearily. The hills and trees were 
wrapped in damp Jog, and though the days were 
lengthening fast, the. evening.' closed like November; 
Madeleine thought with joy of getting back to her tiny 
house and .her ■ Nora. :yNdra,'; '.who was not yet out, 
seemed to have been enjoying- a huge success in the 
large cousinly party with whom she had been spending 
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the Christmas holidays. ‘But it’s an odd place. 
Mummy. In the mdniing we “rag”; and the rest of 
the day we talk religion. Everybody is either Buddhist 
or “ Bahai if that’s the right way to spell it. It 
sounds odd, but it seems to .be a very good way of 
getthig on with young men.’ 

Heavens ! What did it matter how you played the 
old game, or with what counters, so long as it was 
played ? 

And as Lady Tonbridge watched the figure of Delia 
gliding through the house, wrapped in an estranging 
silence, tilings ancient and traditional returned upon 
her in flood, and nothing in the world seemed worth 
having but yormg love and happy marriage ! — if you 
could get them ! She — and her heart knew its 
bitterness—had made the great throw and lost. 

Sunday passed m the same isolation. But on 
Sunda}" afternoon DeKa took the motor out alone, 
and ga\’e no reason either before or after. 

‘ If she ’s gone out to meet that man, it ’s a 
scandal ! ’ thought Madeleine wrathfully, and could 
hardly bring herself to be civil when the girl returned — 
pale, wearied, and quite uncommunicative. But she 
was very touching in a mute, dignified way, all the 
evening, and Madeleine relented fast. And, as they 
sat m the fire-lit drawing-room, when the curtains were 
drawn, Delia suddenly brought a stool close to Lady 
Tonbridge’s side, and, sitting at her feet, held up 
appealing a:^. . Madeleine, with a rush of mothor- 
liness, gathered .her 'close; and the beautiful head 
lay, very quiet, on her breast. But 'when she would 
have entreated, or argued, again, Delia implored her — 

‘ Don’t— don’t talk ! — it ’s no good. Just let me stay,’ 
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Late that iiight, all being ready for departnro, Delia 
went in to say good nigLt, and good-bye, to Weston. 

‘ You ’ii be downstairs and as strong as a horse, 
when I come back,’ she said gaily, stroking the patient's 
emaciated fingers. . 

Weston shook her head. 

‘ I don’t think I shall ever be good for much, 
Miss Delia. But ’ — and her voice suddenly broke— 
‘I believe I’d go through it all again — just to know— 
what — ^you could be — to a poor thing — like me.’ 

‘Weston!’ — said Delia softly — ‘if you talk like 
that — ixnd if you dare to cry, Nurse will turn me out. 
You’re going to get quite well, but whether you’re 
well or ill, hero you stay. Miss Eosina "Weston ! — and 
I ’m going to look after you. Polly hasn’t packed my 
things half badly.’ PoUy was the under-Iiouscinaid, 
whom Delia was taking to town. 

‘ She wouldn’t be worth her salt, if she hadn’t,’ 
said Weston tartly. ‘ But she can’t do yoim hah. 
Miss — ^and it ’s no good saying she can.’ 

‘ Then I ’ll do it myself. I ’ll make some sort of 
a glorious mess of it, and set the fashion.’ 

But her thought said — ‘ If I go to prison, they ’ll 
cut it off. Poor Weston ! ’ 

Weston moved mieasily— 

‘ Miss Delia ? ’ ■ , ■ ■ ■ 

‘ Don’t you go getting yourself into trouble. Now 
don’t you!’ And With tears in her eyes, the ghostly 
creaiture pressed the girl’s hand, to her lips. Delia 
stooped and kissed her. , But she made no reply. 
Instead she began to . talk •of . the new bed-rest which 
had Just been provided for; Weston, and on which- the 
patient professed her^lf wonderfully comfortable. 
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‘ It better than the one we had at Meran— for 
Papa.’ Her voice dropped. She sat at the foot of 
-Weston’s bed, looking absently into some scene of the 
past. 

‘ Nothing ever gave him ease — ^your poor Papa ! ’ 
said Weston pitifully. , ‘ He did suffer ! But don’t 
you go thinking about it this time of night, Miss Delia, 
or you won’t sleep.’ 

Delia said good night, and went away. But she 
did think of her father— with a curious intensity. 
And when she fell fitfully asleep, she dreamt that she 
saw him standing beside her in some open foreign 
place, and that he looked at her in silence, steadily 
and coldly. And she stretched out her hands, in a 
rush of grief — ‘ Kiss me, father ! I was imkind ! — 
horribly — horribly unkind ! ’ 

With the pain of it, she woke suddenly, and the 
visualising sense seemed still to perceive in the dark- 
ness the white head and soldierly form. She half rose, 
gasping. Then, as though a photographic shutter 
were let down, the image passed from the brain, and 
she lay with heaving breast trying to find herw'ay back 
into what we call reality. But it was a reality even 
more wretched than those recollections to which her 
dream had recalled her. For it was held and possessed, 
now by Wimiington, and now by the threatening 
vision of Monk Lawrence, spectral amid the red ruin 
of fire. She had stopped the motor that day at the 
foot of the hill on which the house stood, and using 
Winiiington’s name had made a call on the cripple 
child. Daunt had received' her with a somewhat 
gruff civility, and - was not communicative about the 
house, and its defence.. But she. gathered— without 
herself broaching the subject — that he was scornfully 
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confident of his power to protect it against ‘ them 
creeping women,’ and she had come home comforted. 
The cripple child had clung to her silently ; and on 
coming away, Delia had felt a small wet Mss upon 
her hand. A touching creature ! — ^with her wide blue 
eyes, and delicate drawn face. It was feared that 
another abscess might be developing in the little hip, 
where for a time disease had been quiescent. 

On Monday morning the doctors came early. They 
gave a favourable verdict, and Delia at once decided 
on an afternoon train. 

All the morning. Lady Tonbridge hovered round 
her, loth to take her own departure, and trying every 
now and then to re-open the subject qf London, to 
make the girl promise to send for her— -to consult 
Wimiiugton, H any trouble arose. 

Bitt Delia would not allow any discussion. ‘ I 
shall be with Gertrude — she’ll tell me what to do,’ 
was all she wottld say. 

Lady Tonbridge vras dropped at her own door by 
Delia, on her way to the station. Nora was there 
to welcome her, but not all their joy in recovering 
each other could repair Madeleine’s cheerfulness. She 
stood, looking after the retreating car with such a 
face that Nora eselaimed— 

‘ Mother, what is the matter 1’ 

‘I’m watching the. tumbril out of sight,’ Said Lady 
Tonbridge inpoherently. ‘ Shall we ever see her again ? ’ 

That, hQw:ever, was Sbmeone else’s affair. 

Delia took her own knd her housemaid’s tickets for 
London, saw her compaihion established, and then, 
preferring to be alone,; stepped into an empty carriage 
herself. She had hardly disposed her various packages, 

' vk, 
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and tho Irain tos, -OT thin two minutes of starting, 
when a tall man came quickly along the platform, 
inspecting the carriages as he passed. Delia did 
not see him till he was actually at her window. In 
another moment he had opened and closed the door, 
and had thrown down his newspapers and overcoat on 
the seat. The train was just starting, and Delia, 
crimson, found herself mechanically shaking hands 
with Mark Winnington. ‘ ^ 

‘ You ’re going up to town ? ’ She stammered it. 
* I didn’t know’ — — ■ ' v 

‘ I shall be in town for a few days. Are you 
quite comfortable ? A foot- warmer ? ’ 

For the day was cold and frosty, with a bitter east 
wind. 

‘ I’m quite warm, thank you.’ 

The train ran out of the station, and they were 
soon in the open country. Delia leant back in her 
seat, silent, conscious of her omi hurrying pulses, but 
deternu'nod to control , them. She would have liked 
to be indignant — ^to protest that she was being perse- ■ 
cuted and coerced. But the recollection of their last 
meeting, and the sheer, inconvenient, shameful joy 
of his presence there, opposite, interposed. 

Winnington himself was quite enol ; there were 
no signs whatever of any intention to renew their 
Eriday’s conversation. His manner and tone were 
just as usual. Some business at the Home Office, 
connected with.his County Council work, called him 
to towh, He- should be. staying at' his Club in St. 
James’s Street. ' Alice Matheson also would be in tOTO. 

■ ‘ Shall we join fopa theatre, one night?’ he asked her. 

She, felt suddenly "angered. Was she newr to be 
believed, never to be taken seriously ? 
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‘ To-morrow, Mr. Msxk, is fhe meeting of Paiiia- 
rnent.’ ' ' ' 

“ That I am aware of.' 

‘ The day after, I shall probably be in prison ! ’ 

She fi'onted him bravely, though, as he saw, with 
an effort. He paused a moment, but showed no 
astonishment. 

‘ I hope not. I think not,’ he said quietly. 

Delia took up the evening paper she had just 
bought at the station, opened it, and looked at the 
middle page. 

‘ There are our plans,’ she- said defiantly, handing 
it to Mm. 

‘ Thank, you. I have already seen it.’ 

But he again read through attentively the paragi*aph 
to which she pointed him. It was headed ‘ Militant 
Plans for To-Morrow.’ A procession of five hundred 
women was to march on the Houses of Parliament, at 
the moment of the IHng’s Speech. ‘ We insist ’ — said 
the Manifesto issued from, the offices of the League 
of Revolt — ‘ upon our right of access to the King, or 
failing His Majesty, .to the Prime Minister. We mean 
business and we shall be armed.’ 

Wilmington pointed to the word ‘ armed.’ 

■ ‘ With stones— -I /presume, ? 

* Well, not revolvers,/ I:;ihope ! ’ said Delia, ‘ I 
should,- certainly shoot elf.’ ■ •’ - * 

Tension broke up m/sHghtly hysterical laughter. 
She was already in 'bftfe'^mts. ' There was' 'some- 
tMng exoitingr-exbilaiAtiag’eyenr— M the duel between 
herself and Winnin^onj /%Moh was implied in the 
conversation. lEs jdurn®j: hp to town, the look in 
his grey eyes meaht--^‘ I shali prevent you from doing 
what 3 'ou are intending to. do.' But he could not 
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prevent it. If he- was the breakwater, she was the 
storm-wave, driven by the gale — by a wind from afar, 
of which she felt herself the sport, and sometimes the 
victim — ^without its changing her purpose in the least. 

‘ Only I shall not refuse food ! ’ she thought. ‘ I 
shall spare him that. I shall serve my senteirce. 
It won’t be long.’ 

But afterwards ? Would she then be free ? Free 
to follow Gertrude or not, according to her judgment ? 
Would she have ‘ purged ’ her promise — paid her shot 
— ^recovered the governance of herself ? 

Her thoughts discussed the future, when, all in a 
moment, Whnnington watching her from behind his 
Times saw a pale startled look. It seemed to be caused 
by something in the landscape. He turned his eyes 
to the \yindow and saw that they were passing an old 
manor house, with a gabled front, standing above the 
line, among trees. What could that have had to do 
with the sudden contraction of the beautiful brow, 
the sudden look of terror — or distress ? The house had 
a certain resemblance to Monk Lawrence. Had it 
reminded her of that speech iii the Latchford market- 
plaoej from which he was certain she had recoiled, no 
less than he ? ■ ■ ■ " , ' ’ 

‘ You ’ll let me take you to the flat ? I ’ve been 
over it once, but I should like to see it ’s in order.’ 

She hesitated, but how could she refuse 9 He put 
her into a taxi, having already despatched her maid 
with the, luggage in another, and they started. 

‘ I expect ypu ’B find- a lot of qpeer people there I ’ 
she saidj'trying to .laugh,' ' ■ At least you ’ll think' them 
queer.’. ' ‘ , 

‘ I shall like to see the people you are working with,’ 
he said gravely. , 
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Hali-way to Westminster, he turned to iier. 

‘Miss Delia! — it’s my plain duty to tell you— 
again — and to keep on telling you, even though it 
makes you angry, and even though I have no power to 
stop you, that in takiirg part in these doings to-morrow, 
you are doing a wrong thing, a grievously wrong 
thing 1 If I were only an ordinary friend, I should 
try to dissuade you with all my might. But I represent 
your father — and you know what he would have felt.’ 

He saw her lips tremble. But she spoke calmly : 
‘ Yes, — I know. But it can’t be helped. We can’t 
agree, Mr. Mark, and it’s no good my trying to explain, 
any more— just yet 1 ’ — she added, in a lower tone. 

‘ “ Just yet ” ? What do you mean by that ? ’ 

‘ I mean that some time, — ^perhaps some time 
soon — I shall be ready to argue the whole thing 
with you — ^what’s right and what’s wrong. Now I 
can’t argue — I’m not free to. Don’t you see ? — “ Ours 
not to make reply, — ours but to do, or die.” ’ Her 
smile flashed out. ‘ There’s not going to be any 
dying about it, however — ^you know that as %vell as 
I do.’ Then with a touch of mockery she bent towards 
him, ‘ You won’t persuade me, Mr. Mark, that you 
take us seriously ! But I’m not angry at that — I’m 
not angiy — at anything ! ’ 

And her face, as he , scanned it, melted— changed 
— became all soft sadness,, and deprecating appeal. 
Never had she seemed to him so fascinating. Never 
had he felt himself so powerless. He thought, 
despairingly — *11 I 'had her to myself, I could take 
her in my arms, and make| her ;,give way ! ’ 

But here wdre the flrst agias of arrival— a narrow 
Westminster street-r-a.iowering group of flats. The 
taxi stopped, and Wimiinglon Jumped out. 
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Delia’s luggage was brought in by the ball porter, 
and she and Winnington stood waiting for the lift. 
Meanwhile Winnington happened to notice, thi’ough 
the open door of the mansions, a couple of policemen 
standing just outside, on the pavement, and two 
others on the further side of the street. It seemed 
to him they were keeping the house wliich Delia and 
he had just entered under observation. 

The lift descended. There were in it four women, 
all talking eagerly in subdued tones. One was grey- 
haired, the others were, quite young girls. The strained, 
excited look on all their faces struck Winnington 
sharpl]' as they emerged from the lift. One' of the 
girls looked curiously at Delia and her tall companion. 
The grey-haned lady’s attention was caught by the 
policeman outside. She gave a little chuckle. 

‘ We shall have plenty to do with those gentry 
to-morrow ! * she said to the girl beside her, drawing 
her cloak round her so that it displayed a black and 
orange badge. ■ ' - , 

Delia approached, her. 

‘ Is Miss MaryeH'hera ? ’ ^ 

They aU stopped and. hyed her. 

‘,yes, she ’s upstairs,- She ’s' just come back from 
the Central. But , she ’s very busy,’ said the elder 
lady. ‘ She won’t see you without an appointment,' 
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One of the girls suddenly looked at Delia, and 
whispered to the speaker. 

‘ Ob, I see ! ’ .said that lady %'aguely. * Are you 
.Miss Blariehflowei’ ? ’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘ I beg your pardon. Miss Marvell ’s expecting 
you, of course. Do make her rest a bit if you can. 
She ’s simply splendid! She ’s going to be one of 
our great leaders. I ’m glad you won’t miss it after 
all. You’ve been delayed, haven’t you? — by some- 
body’s illness. Well, it’s going magnificently! We 
shall make Parliament listen — at last. Though they ’U 
protect themselves no doubt with any number of 
police — cowards ! ’ 

The eyes of the speaker, as her face came i.uto the 
light of the hall lamp, sparkled maliciously. She 
seemed to direct her words especially to Winnington, 
who stood impassive. Delia turned to the lift, and 
they ascended. 

They were admitted, after much ringing. A 
bewildered maid looked at Delia, and the luggage be- 
hind her, as though she had never heard of her before. 
And the whole flat in the background seemed alive 
with voices and bustle. Winnington lost patience. 

‘ Tell this inan, please, where to take Miss Blaneh- 
fiower’s luggage at oncp. And where is the drawing- 
room ? ’ . - , , ■ 

‘Are you going to stay, Miss?’ said the girl. 
‘ There ’s only the small bedroom vacant.’ 

Delia burst out laughing — especially at the sight 
of Wlnnington’s irate countenanee. 

‘ Ail right. It ’ll do qixite well. Now tell me where 
Miss Marvell is.’ 

‘ I mustn’t interrupt, her, Miss,’ 
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‘This is my' flat-,’ said Delia good-liumoaredly — 
‘ so I think you must... - And please shew Mr. Wilmington 
tlie dra-wing-room.’ 

The gH, \Titli an astonished face, opened a door 
for Wimiington, into a room filled with people, and 
then — ^unwillingly — ^led Delia along the passage. 

Winnington looked round him in bfjwilderment. 
He had entered, it seemed, upon a busy hive of women. 
The room was full, and everybody in. it seemed to be 
working at high pressure. A young lady at a central 
table’ ttas 'wiiting telegrams as fast as possible, and 
handing them to a telegraph clerk who was waiting. 
T^vo typists were busy beside her. A woman with 
a pale, abstracted face, lifted her eyes in a distant- 
comer, and Winnington was suddenlj' aware of a flash 
of beauty — ghostlike, unconscious of itself. Another, 
evidently a journalist — ^plain, thin, and determined- 
looking — ^was writing near by, holding her pad on her 
knee, while a printer’s boy, cap in hand, was sitting by 
her waiting for her * copy.’ Two other women were 
undoing and sorting rolls of posters. Winnington 
caught the head-lines — ‘ Women of England, strike for 
your liberties 1 ’ ‘ Eemember our martyrs in prison ! ’ — 

‘ Destroy property— and save lives ! ’ ‘If violence won 
freedom for men, why not for women?’ And in the 
distance of the room were groups in eager discussion. 
A few had maps in their hands, and others note-books, 
in which they took down the arrangements made. 
So far as their talk reached Winnington’s ear-s, it 
seemed to relate to the converging routes of processions 
making for Parliament Square; 

‘ How do you do, Mr/ Winnington,’ said a laughing 
voice, as a daintily, dressed woman, with fair fluffy 
hair, came towards him. 
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He recognised the sister of a well-known member 
of Parliament, a lady who had already been imprisoned 
twice for window-breaking in Downing Street. 

‘ Who would have thought to see you here ? ’ she 
said gaily, as they shook hands. 

* Surprising — I admit ! I came to see Miss Blanoh- 
flower settled in her flat. But I seem to have stumbled 
into an office.’ 

‘ The Central Office simply couldn’t hold the wwk. 
We were all in each other’s way. So yesterday, by 
Miss Marvell’s instructions, some of us migrated here. 
We are only two streets from the Central.’ 

‘ Excellent ! ’ said Wilmington. ‘ But it might per- 
haps have been well to inform Miss Blanchfiower.’ 

The flushed babyish face under the fashionable 
hat looked at him askance. Lady Fanny’s tone changed 
— ^took a sharpened edge. 

‘Miss Blanchfiower — ^you may be quite sime — will 
be as ready as anyone else to make sacrifices for the 
cause. But .we don’t expect you to understand that ! ’ 

‘ Nobody can doubt yoirr zeal, Lady Fanny.’ 

‘ Only my discretion ? Oh, I ’ve long left that to 
take care of itself. What are 3mu here for ? ’ 

‘ To look after my ward.’ 

Lady Fanny eyed him again. 

‘Of course! I had forgotten. Well? shell be 
all right.’ ■ / : 

‘ What are you really preparing to do to-morrow ? ’ 
‘ Force our way into the House of Commons ! ’ 

‘ Which means— get. into an, ugly scrimmage with 
the police, and pub yoar cause back another few 
years?.’ ' ■ ,.'■■■ " - • 

‘Ah! I can’t talk to you, if you talk like that! 
■There isn’t time,* she threw back, with laughing affecta- 
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tidn, and nodding to Mm, she fluttered off to a distant 
taMe where a group of. girls were busy maiding black 
and orange badges. But her encounter with him 
seemed to have affected the hive. Its buzz sank, 
almost ceased. 

Wilmington indeed suddenly discovered that all 
eyes were fixed upon him — that he was being closely 
and angrily observed. He was conscious, quickly and 
strangely conscious, of an atmosphere of passionate 
hostility, as though a pulse of madness ran through 
the twenty or thirty women present. Mereditbian 
lines flashed into memory— 

‘ Thousand eyeballs under hoods 
.Have you by the hair’ — 

and a shock of inward laughter mingled in his mind 
with irritation for Delia — ^wbo was to have no place 
apparently in her own flat for either rest or food — • 
and the natmul wish of a courteous man not to give 
offence. At the same moment, he perceWed on one 
of the tables a heap of new and bright objects; and 
saw at once that they were light hammers, fresh from 
the ironmongers. Near them lay a pile of stones, and 
two women were busily casing the stones in a printed 
leaflet. But he had no sooner become aware of these 
things than several persons in the room moved so as 
to stand between him and them. 

Jle went hack into the passage, closing the door 
behind him. 

The little parlour-maid came hurriedly from the 
back regions carrying a tray on which was tea and 
bread and butter.. ■ , ' . 

- ‘ Are you taking that to Miss Blanehflower ? ’ 

, ‘ Yes., Sir,’ , - - . ■- 
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* Shew me the way, please.’ 

Winiiington followed her, and she, after a scared 
look, did not attempt to stop him. 

She paused outside a door, and instantly made 
way for him. He knocked, and at the ‘ Come in ’ 
he entered, the maid slipping in after him with the 
tea. 

Two persons rose startled from their seats — Delia 
and Gertrude Marvell. He had chanced upon the dining- 
room, which, no less than the drawing-room, had been 
transformed into an office and a store-room. Masses 
of militant literature, copies of the Tocdn, books and 
stationery covered the tables, while, on the wall oppo- 
site the door, a large scale map of the streets in the 
neighbourhood of the Houses of Parliament had been 
hung over a picture. 

It seemed to him that Delia looked ill and agitated. 
He walked up to her companion, and spoke with 
vivacity — 

‘ Miss Marvell ! — I protest altogether against your 
proceedings in this house ! I protest against Miss 
Blanehflower’s being drawn into what is clearly 
intended to he an organised riot, wliich may end in 
physical injury, even in loss of life — which will certainly 
entail imprisonment on the ringleaders. If you have 
any affection for Delia you wdl advise her to let me 
take her to my sister, who is in town to-night, at 
Smith’s Hotel, and will of course most gladly look 
after her.* ^ '■ ' 

Gertrude, who seemed to him somehow to have 
dwindled and withered into an elderly woman since he 
had last seen her, looked iMffi over from head to foot 
with a touch of smiling: insolence, and then turned 
quietly to Delia. . . ■ , ■ 



‘ Will ydu go, Delia ? ’ . 

‘No!’ said Del%. throwing back her beautiful 
head. ‘No! This is my place, Mr. Mark. I ’m very 
sorry — but you must leave me here. Give my love 
to Mrs. Matheson.’ 

‘ Delia ! ’ He turned to her imploringly. But 
the softness she had shewn on the journey had died 
out of her face. She stood resolved, and some cold 
dividing force seemed to have rolled between them. 

‘ I don’t see what you can do, Mr. Winnington,’ 
said Gertrude, still smiling. ‘I have , pointed that 
out to you before. As a matter of fact Delia will 
not even be living here on money provided by you 
at all. She has other resources. You have no hold 
on her — no power — ^that I can see. And she wishes 
to stay with me. I think we must bid you good 
night. We are very busy.’ 

He stood a moment, looking keenly from one to 
the other, at Gertrude’s triumphant eyes biasing 
from her emaciated face, at Delia’s exalted, tragic 
air. Then, with a bow, and in silence, he left the 
room, and the house. 


It , was quite dark when he emerged on Millbank 
Street. All the neighbourhood of the Houses of 
Parliament and the Abbey seemed to be alive with 
business and traffic. But Palace Yard was still 
empty save for a few passing figm-es, and there was 
no light on the Clock Tower. ; A plaeard-on the railings 
of the Square caught Ins. notice— Threatened Haid 
on the House of Oommops. Police precautions.’ 
At the same moment he was conscious that a police- 
man standing at the corner of the House of Commons' 
had touched his hat to him, grinning broadly. 
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Winnington recognised a Maumsey man, whom he had 
befriended in yarions ways, who owed Ms place indeed 
in the Metropolitan force to Winnington’s good word. 

‘ Hullo, Hewson — ^how are you ? Flourishing ? ’ 

The man’s face beamed again. He was thinking 
of a cricket match the year before under Winnington’s 
captaincy. Like every member of the eleven, he would 
have faced ’ death and damnation ’ for the captain. 

They walked along the man’s beat together. 
A thought struck Winnington. 

‘ You seem likely to have some disturbance here 
to-morrow ? ’ he said, as they neared Westminster 
Bridge. 

‘ It ’s the ladies. Sir. They do give a lot of 
trouble ! ’ 

Winnington laughed — ^paused — then looked straight 
at the fine young man w^ho was evidently so glad to 
see him. 

‘ Look here, Hewson — I ’ll tell you something — 
keep it to yourself ! There ’ll be a lady in that 
procession to-morrow w'hom I don’t want knocked 
about. I shall be here. Is there anything you can 
do to help me ? I shall try and get her out of the 
crowd. Of course I shall have a motor here.’ 

Hewson looked puzzled, but eager. He, described 
where he was likely to be stationed, and where Win- 
ningfcon would probably find him. If Mx. Winnington 
would allow him, he would tip a wink to a couple 
of mates, who could be trusted— and if he could do 
anything to help,' why, ' he,: would; be. ‘rare pleased ’ 
to do it. 

‘ But; I ’m afraid it ’ll be^ a bad row, Sir. There ’s 
a lot of ihen coming— from WMteohapel — ^they say.’ 

Winnington nodded and, walked on,— aimlesalj'— 
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thoughts and images amming about him. The 
vision of Delia arrested— refused bail — iii a police cell 
— or in prison — tormented him. All the traditional, 
fastidious instincts of his class and type were strong 
in him. He loathed the notion of any hand laid 
upon her, of any rough contact between her clean 
youth and the brutalities of a London crowd. His 
blood rushed at the thought of it. The mere idea 
of any insult offered her made him murderous. 

He turned down Whitehall, and at a corner near 
Dover House he presently perceived a small crowd 
which \yas being addressed by a woman. She had 
brought a stool with her, and was standing on it. 
A thin slip of a girl, with a childish, open face and 
shrill voice. He went up to listen to her, and stood 
amazed at the ignorant passion, the reckless violence 
of what she was saying. It seemed indeed to have 
bat little elfeot upon her hearers. Men joined the 
crowd for a few minutes, listened with upturned 
impassive feces, and went their way. A few lads 
attempted horse-play, but stopped as a policeman 
approached ; and some women carrying buudles 
propped them against a railing near, and waited, 
lifting tired eyes, and occasionally making comment« 
to each other. Presently, it appeared to Winnington 
that the speaker was no more affected by her own 
statements — appalling as some of them were— than 
her hearers. She appeared to be speaking from a 
book— to have just leai-nt . a lesson.. She was then 
a paid speaker? And yet he thought not, Every 
now and then phrases stood ^ out— fiercely sincere— 
about .the low w'ages of women, their exclusion from 
the skilled trades, the .marriage laws, the exploiting 
and ‘selling’ of women, and the like. And always, 
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in the background of the girl’s picture, the hungry 
and sensual appetites of men, lying in wait for the 
economic and physical weakness of the woman. 

He waited till she had finished. Then he helped 
her down from her perch, and made a w'ay for her 
tiu’ough the crowd. She looked at him in astonishment. 
‘ Thank you, Sir, — don’t trouble ! Last night I was 
pelted with filth. Are you one of us ? ’ 

He shook his head, smiling. 

‘ I didn’t agree with you. I advise you to look 
up some of those things you said. But you speak 
very well. Good night.’ 

She looked at him angrily, gathered up her skirt 
with a rattle, in a small hand, and disappeared. 

He presently turned back tow'ards Buckingham 
Gate, and . in a narrow Westminster street, as he 
passed the side of a high factory building, suddenly 
there emerged from a doorway a number of women 
and girls, who had evidently been working overtime. 
Some of them broke at once into loud talk aiid laughter, 
as though m reaction from the confinement and tension 
of then work ; some — quite silent — turned their tired 
faces to him as they passed him ; and some looked 
boldly, provocatively at the handsome man, who on 
his side was clearly observing them. They, were, of all 
types, but the majority of the quite young girls were 
paie and stunted, shewing the effect of long hours and 
poor food. The coarse or vicious faces were few ; many 
indeed were marked by A modest or patient gentle- 
ness. The thin line of, harrying forms disappeared 
into darkness and distance,, some one way, some 
another ; and Winnin^on was left to feel that in 
what he had seen— this etery^-day incident of a London 
street— he had been aptly ,,,reDMnded of wliat a man 
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wlao has his oocupatioh and dwelling amid rnral 
seones and occupations too readily forgets — ^that 
toiling host of women, married and unmarried, wliich 
modem industry is every day using, or devouring, or 
wasting- The stream of lives rushes day by day 
through the industrial rapids ; some of it passing on 
to quiet and fnoitful channels beyond the roar, and 
some lost and churned for ever in the main tumult 
of the river. 

This new claim upon women, on the part of society, 
in addition to the old claims of home and mother- 
hood — tliis vast industrial claim — ^must it not change 
and modify everything in time ? — depress old values, 
create new ? ‘ The vote !— give us the vote ! and all 
vull be well. More w'ages, more food, more joy, more 
share in this glorious world ! — that ’s what the vote 
means— give us the vote ! ’ Such, in effect, had been 
the cry of that half-mad speaker in Whitehall, herself 
marked and injured by the economic struggle. 

The appeal echoed in Winnington’s heart. And 
Delia seemed to be at his side, raising her eager eyes 
to his, pressing him for adnoissions. Had he,, indeed, 
thought enough of these, things ? — ^taken enough to 
heart this new and fierce struggle of w;omen with life 
and circumstance, that is really involved in the in- 
dustrial organisation of the modern world ? 

He passed on — up Buckingham Gate, towards the 
Palace, f uming to the left, he was soon aware , of 
two contrasted scenes .'—a dimier party gomg on at 
a well-known Embassy, cars driving up and putting 
down , figures ■ in flashing . dresses and gold-encrusted 
uniforms, who disappeared withiii its open doors-— 
and, only twenty yards away, a group of women 
huddled together in' the cold, outside a closed fish- 
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shop, waiting to buy for a few pence the broken 
' or spoiled fish of the day. Then, a little further on, 
he suddenly plunged into a crowd coming down Gros- 
venor Place. He stopped to watch it, and saw that 
it accompanied a long procession of men with baimers 
and collecting-boxes. The banner held by the leaders 
bore the words — ‘ Unemployed and starving 1 Give us 
work or bread ! ’ And Winnington remembered there 
was a dockers’ strike going on in Limehouse, passion- 
ately backed and defended by the whole body of the 
local clergy. 

A collector approached him. He emptied the silver 
in his pockets into the box, his eyes, meanwhile, 
examining the faces and forms in the procession. 
Young and old, sickly and robust, they passed him 
by, all of them marked and branded by their 
tyrant, Labour; rolled like the women amid the rooks 
and whirlpools of the industrial stream ; marred and 
worn like them, only more deeply, more tragically. 
The hollow eyes accused him as they passed — ^him, 
with his ease of honoured life. ‘ What have you made 
of us, your brethren ? — ^you who have had the lead and 
the start ! — ^you who have had till now the fashioning 
of this world in which we suffer ! What is wrong with 
the world ? We know no more than you. But it is 
your business to know! For God’s sake, you who 
have intelHgepce and education, and time to xme 
them, think for us ! — ^think with us 1— find a way out ! 
More wages— more food— -Hime leisure— more joy ! — . 
By God ! we ’ll have them, or bring dpW your world 
and ours in one ruin together ! ’ 

And then far back, from the middle of the last cen- 
tury, there came to Winnington’s listening mind the cry 
of the founders of English democracy. ‘ The vote !— 
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^ve us the vote ! — and bring ia the reign of plenty and 
of peace.’ And the vote , was given. , Sixty years— and 
still this gaunt procession ! — ^and all through indus- 
trial England, the same unrest, the same bitterness I 

The vote? What is it actually going to mean, 
in the struggle for life and happiness that lies before 
every modern community ? How many other social 
methods and forces have already emerged, and must 
yet emerge, beside it ! The men know it. They are 
already oppressed with its impotence for the better- 
ment of life. And meanwhile, the women — a section 
of women — have seized with the old faith, on the 
confident cries of sixty years ago ! — with the same 
disillusion waiting in the path ! 

He passed on, drawn again down Constitution 
Hill, and the Mall, back to the Houses of Parliament 
and fche -Eiver. . . . The night was clear and frosty. 
He paused on Westminster Bridge, and leant over the 
parapet,: feasting his eyes on that incomparable scene 
which age cannot wither nor custom stale for the heart 
of an Englishman. ' The long front, of -the Houses 
of Parliament rose, darkly over the faintly moonlit 
river ; the wharves and houses beyond, a medley of ^ 
strong or delicate line, of black shadow and pale lights, 
ran far into a vaporous distance powdered with lamps. 
Qn the other side St. Thomas’s Hospital, and an answer- 
ing chain of lamps, far-flung towards Battersea. 
Between, the river, heaving under a Ml tide, with the 
dim barges and tugs passing up and down. ‘The 
.Mississippi, Sir, is'd:^y water— the St. Lawrence is 
cold dirty water— but ;' the Thames, Sir, is liquid 
’istory!’ That famous of a Labour Minister 
delighted M.ark’s dreaming sense. The river indeed as 
it flowed by, between buildingb new' and old, seemed to 
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be bearing the nation on its breast, to symbolise the 
ever-renewed life of a great people. What tasks that 
life had seen ! — what vaster issues it had still to 
see I 

And in that dark building, like a coiled and secret 
spring ready to act when touched, the Idea, which 
ruled that life, as all life, in the end, is ruled. On the 
morrow, a few hundred men would flock to that build- 
ing, as the representatives and servants of the Idea — 
of that England which lives ‘ while we believe.’ 

And the vote behind them ? — the political act 
which chose and sent them there ? Its social power, 
and all its ordinary associations, noble or ignoble, 
seemed suddenly to vanish for Whmington, engulfed 
in something infinitely greater, something vital and 
primitive, on which all else depended. 

He hung, absorbed, over the sliding water, giving 
the rein to reverie. He seemed to see the English 
Spirit, hovering, proudly watchful, above that high 
roof beside the dark water-way, looking out to sea, and 
across the world. What indomitable force, what ichor 
gleaming fixe, through the dark veins of that weary 
Titan, sustained him there ? — amid the clash of alien 
antagornsms, and the mysterious currents of things ? 
What but the lavished blood and brain of England’s 
sons ?— -that rude primal power that men alone can 
bring to their country ? , , , ■ , ’ , ^ ^ 

Let others solve their own problems ! But can 
women share the' male tasks that make, and keep us a 
Nation, amid a jarnng.andenvironljg host of Nations ? 
— an Empire, with 'th'd guardianship of well-nigh half 
the world on its shPuldMS ? And if not, how can 
men rightly share’ with women the act which controls 
those tr'sks, and chooses the men to eseeute them ? 
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And jet ! — ^aU Ms- knowledge of human life, all 
his tenderness for human suffering, rushed in to pro- 
test that the great question was only half-answered, 
when it was answered so. He seemed to see the Spirit 
of England, Janus-Hke, two-faced, with ono aspect 
looking out to sea, the other brooding over the gi'eat 
city at its feet, and turned inland towards the green 
country and studded towms beyond. And as to that 
other, that home-face of England, his dreaming sense 
scarcely knew whether it was man or woman. There 
was in it male power, but also virgin strength, and 
mother love. Men and women might turn to it 
equally— for help. 

No need for women in the home tasks — ^the national 
house-keeping of this our England ? He laughed — 
like France — ^at the mere suggestion of the doubt. 
Why, that teeming England, north and south, was 
crying out for the work of w’omen, the help of women ! 
■Who knew it better, than he ? But call in thought !-^ 
call in intelligence ! Find out the best way to fit the 
work to the organism, the organism to the work. Wliat 
soil so rich as England in the seed of political ideas ? 
\^Tiat nation could so easily as we evolve new forms 
out of the old to fit new needs ? 

; But what need for patience .in the process— for 
tolerance — ^for clear thinking ! And while England 
ponders, bewildered by the very weight of her own 
load, and its responsibilities, comes, suddenly, this 
train of M»nads rushing through the land, shrieking 
and. destroying. ^ , , . . ■ 

Fie groaned : in spirit, as he thought of Delia’s, 
look that day— of the tragi-comic crowd around her. 
Again his thoughts flew hither and thither, seeking 
to excuse, to understand her, and always, as it seemed, 


DELIA BLANCHELOWEB 


343 


with her dear voice in his ;ears—treiabliiig—rnshing— 
with the passionate nota he knew. 

* •;: s ^Mf . ■■|®lningthhh 

He looked up. An elderly woman, plain-featured, 
ill-dressed, stood beside him, her kind eyes blinking 
under the lamp overhead. He recognised Miss Dempsey, 
and grasped her by the hand. 

where have you sprung from?’ 
and then said, supporting herself 
on the parapet of the bridge, as though thankful for 
nthAnlomehtary rest. 

‘ I had to go in search of someone.’ 

He knew very well what she meant. 

‘ You ’ve found her ? ’ 

‘ Can anyone help ? ’ 

^3ho>::p0or :vthihg;’sKkafeSmth:=:gDb^^ 
^:^Mi:p:;:uhderstand.’;';;;;:;-,i'^;; 

::;^;:®=HAhskedVho:'::moxe ;Sbout'her- ;erramd.i!:^He:'\kn 
very well that day after day, and week after week, 
her tired feet carried her on the same endless quest — 
seeking ‘ that which was lost.’ But the stress of 
thought in his own mind found expression in a 
question which surprised her. 

‘ Would the vote help you ? Is that why you 
,want'it?’' ■ ■ ‘ . 

She smiled. ; 

‘ Oh no ! Oh dear,: no ! ’ she said with emphasis ; 
after a momentj/ adding in a lower tone, scarcely 
adclressed to her companion— It cost more — to redeem 
their souls / ” ’ And agam— ‘ Dear Mr. Mark, men are 
what their mothers make them !— that is the bottom 
truth. And when Ifomett are what God intended thesj ; 
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tu be, they -wEI hath ;'kill6d the ape and the tiger in 
men. But law can’t do it. Only the Spirit.’ Her 
face shone a little,, !Eben, in her ordinary voice— 
‘ Oh no — I want the vote for quite other reasons. 
It is our right — and it is monstrous we shouldn’t 
have it ! ’ Her cheeks flushed. 

He turned his friendly smile upon her, without 
attempting to argue. They walked back over the 
bridge together. 

The following day rose in wind and shower. . But 
the February rain cleared away towards noon, and 
the high scudding clouds, with bright spaces between, 
suddenly began to prophesy Spring. Prom Hyde 
Park, down the Mall, and along Whitehall, the troops 
gathered and the usual' crowd sprang up in their rear, 
pressing towards Parliament Square, or lining the 
route. Winnington had sent a note early to Delia by 
messenger ; hut he expected no reply, and got none. 
All he could do was to hide a motor in Dean’s Yard, 
to hold a conference or two with the friendly bobby 
in ParliaiToent Square, and then to wander about the 
streets, looking restlessly at the show. It duly passed 
liim by — the Cinderella-coach, with the King and 
Queen of fairy-tale, the splendid Embassy carriages, 
the Generals on their gleaming horses, the Guards 
in their red cloaks— and all the rest. The EoyaMes 
disappeared lip the carpeted stairs into the House 
of Lords, and after half an hour, while the bells of 
St. Margaret’s filled all the air with tumult, eame o.ut 
again ; and again the,ermined Queen and the glistening 
King passed bovdng along the crowd. Winnington 
caught hold of a Hampshire member in the crowd. 

‘ When does the House meet ? ’ 
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‘ Evel-yfehing adjourned till four. They ’ll move 
the Address about five.. .But everyone expects a 
row.*' ■ . ‘ . . , ■ ' 

Not.hing for it but to wait and stroll, to spend half 
an hour in the Abbey, and . take a turn along the 
Embankment. . . . And gradually, steadily the Square 
filled up, no one knew how. The soldiers disappeared, 
but policemen quietly took their places. All the 
entrances to the House of Commons were carefully 
guarded, groups as they gathered were dispersed, and 
the approaches to the House, in Old and New Palace 
Yards, were rigorously kept free. But still the crowd 
in Parliament Square grew and thickened. Girls, 
with smiling excited faces, still moved to and fro in 
it, selling the Tocsin. Everybody waited expectant. 

Then the chimes of the Abbey struck four. And as 
they died away, from a Westnainster street, from White- 
hall, and from Miiibank, there arose a simultaneous 
stir and shouting. And presently, from each quarter 
appeared processions of women, caxTying Hack and 
orange banners, making their way slowly through the 
throng. The crowd cheered and booed them as they 
passed, swaying to this side and that. And as each 
procession neared the outer line of police, it was 
firmly but eomteously stopped, and the leaders of it 
must needs parley with the mounted constables who 
sat ready to meet them. 

Winnington, jumping on the motor which he had 
placed opposite St* Margaret’s, drew but some field- 
glasses, and scanned the advancing lines of women. 
The detachment coming from Whitehall seemed to 
be headed by the chiefs of the whole organisation, to 
judge from the glistening banner which floated above 
its foremost ©roup, Wumington examined it closely. 
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Gerkade Matvefl , was not there, nor Delia. Then 
he turned westwards. Ah, now he saw her! That 
surely was she !— in the front ranks of the lines coining 
from Millbank. Por a moment, he saw the whole scene 
in orderly and picturesque array, the cordons of police, 
the mounted constables, the banners of the processions, 
the swaying cro'wds, Westminster Hall, the westering 
light on the Clock Tower the next, everything was 
tossed in wild confusion. Some savage impelling 
movement in the crowd behind — a crowd of men — ^bad 
broken the lines of police. The women were through ! 
He could see the scurrying forms running across the 
open spaces^ pursued, grappled with. 

He threw himself into the crowd, which had 
rapidly hemmed him in, buffeting it from side to side 
like a swimmer in troubled waters. His height, 
bis strength, served him well, and by the time he had 
reached the southern comer of St. Margaret’s, a 
friendly hand gripped him. 

‘ Do you see her, Sir ? ’ 

‘ Near the front ! — coming from Millbank.’ 

. ‘ All right ! Poilow me. Sir. This way ! ’ 

And with Hewson, and apparently two other 
police, Winnington battled his way towards the 
tumult in front of St. Stephen’s entrance. The 
mounted police were pressing the crowd back with 
their horses, and as Winnin^on emerged into clear 
ground, he saw a mUie of women and police, — some 
women on the ^ound, some held between police on 
either side> and one group still intact. In it he rocog* 
nised Gertrude Marvell. He saw her strike a constable 
in the face. Then he lost sight of her. All he could 
see were the steps of St. Stephen’s entrance behind, 
orowded with members of Parliament. Suddenly 


DELIA BLANCHFLOW'EE 


847 


another woman fell, a grey-haired woman, and almost 
immediately a girl who was struggling with two police- 
men disengaged herself and ran to help. She bent 
0¥er the woman and lifted her up. The police at 
once made way for them, but another wild rush from 
behind seemed to part them — sweep them from view. 

‘ Now, Sir ! ’ said Hewson on tiptoe — ‘ Hold on ! 
They Ve got the old lady safe. I think the young 
one ’s hurt.’ 

They pressed their way through. Winnington 
caught sight of Delia again, deadly white, supported 
by a policeman on one side, and a gentleman on the 
other. Andrews !— by George ! Winnington cursed 
his own ill-luck in not having been the first to reach 
her; but the gallant Captain was an ally worth, 
having, all the same. 

Mark v/as at her side. She lifted a face, all pain 
and bitter indignation. ‘ Oowards-^Oowards ! — to 
treat an old woman so ! — Let me go — let me go back ! 
I must find her ! ’ 

‘ She ’s all safe, Miss — she ’s all safe — you go 
home,’ said a friendly policeman. ‘ These gentlemen 
will look alter you ! Stand back there ! ’ And he 
tried to open a passage for them. 

Winnington touched her arm. But an in\'oluntary 
moan startled him. ‘She’s hurt her arm’— said 
Andrews in his ear— ‘ twisted it somehow. Go to 
the other side of her— put your arm round her, 
and I ’ll clear the way.’ 

Delia struggled—* No— no !— let me go ! ’ 

But she' was .powerless.-. Winnington nearly 
carried her through the crowd, while her faintness 
increased. By the time. they reached the motor, she was 
barely conscious. The two men lifted her in. Andrews 
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stood looking at Lbr a moment, as she sank back 
with Winnington beside , her. His ruddy countenance 
expressing perhaps the most acute emotion of which 
its possessor had ever yet been capable. 

‘ Good night. You ’ll take her home ? ’ be said 
gruffly, and lifted his hat. But the next moment he 
ran back to say — ‘ I ’ll go back and find out wbat ’s 
happened. She ’ll want to know. Where are you 
taking her ? ’ 

‘ Smith’s Hotel,’ said Winnington— ‘ to my sister.’ 
And he gave the order to the chauffeur. 

They set out. Mark passed his arm round her 
again, to support her, and she drooped unconsciously 
upon his shoulder. A fierce joy— mingled with his 
wrath and disgust. This must be — this should be the 
end ! Was such a form made for sordid violence and 
strife ? Her life just breathed against his — he could 
have borae her so for ever. 

But as soon as they had revived her, and, she 
opened her eyes in Mrs. Matheson’s sitting-room at 
the hotel, she burst into a cry of misery. 

‘Where’s Gertrude ?— let me go to her! Where 
ami?’ 

As they wrestled with and soothed , her, a servant 
knocked. , , 

‘A gehtleman to see you, Sir, downstairs.’ 

Whmiagton descended, and found Andrews- 
breathless with news. 

Eighty women .arrested !— Miss Marvell among, the 
ringleaders, for aH of whom bail had been, refused. 
While the riot had been going on in Parliament Square, 
another detachment- of women had passed alonj.j 
Whitehall, smashing ^windows as they went. And at 
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the same moment a number of shop-windows had been 
broken in Piccadilly. The Prime Minister had been 
questioned in the Commons, and Sir Wilfrid Lan» had 
denounced the Daughters” organisation, and the mad 
campaign^ of violence to which they were committed, 
in an indignant speech much cheered by the House! 

The days that followed were days of nightmare 
both for Delia, and those who watched over her. 

Gertrude Marvell and ten others went to prison, 
vuthout the option of a fine. About forty of the rank 
and file who refused to pay their fines, or give suretv 
for good behaviour, accompanied their leaders into 
duress. The country rang with the scandal of what 
had happened, and with angry debate as to how to 
stop the scandal in the future. The ‘ Daughters ’ issued 
dOuSiit 111 09i/dsh66fiBj Siiid iiliod tbo Tocsiu with brsY6 
words. And the Constitutionalists, who had pinned 
their hopes on the Suffrage Bill before the House, wrung 
their hands, and wailed to heaven and earth to keep 
these mad women in order. 

Delia sat waiting— waiting-all these intolerable 
hours. She scarcely spoke to Winnington, except to 
ask Inm for news, or to thank him, when every evening, 
owing to a personal knowledge of the Home Secretary! 
he was able to bring her the very latest news of what 
was jiappening in prison. Gertrude had refused food ; 
forcible feeding would very soon have to be abandoned ; 
and her release, on the ground of danger to life, might 
have to be granted.’ But ih view of the hot indignation 
of the public, fho Government were not going” to re- 
lease any of the prisoners before- they absolutely must. 

Delia herself was, mmmed --and powerless. How the 
wrenching of the arm ,„had- come about— whether in 
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the struggle with the two constables who had separated 
her from , Gertrude,' or in the attempt to raise her 
elderly companion from the, ground — she could not now 
remember. But a muscle had been badly torn ; she 
wore a sling, and suffered constant and often severe 
pain. Neither Alice Matheson nor Lady Tonbridge — 
who had rushed up to town — ever heard her complain, 
except involuntarily, of this pain. Madeleine indeed 
believed that there was some atoning satisfaction in 
it, for Delia’s wounded spirit. If she was not with 
Gertrude in prison, at least she too was suffering— 
if only a fraction of what Gertrude was enduring. 

The arm however was not the most serious matter. 
As Prance had long since perceived, she had been 
overstrained in nursing Weston, and the events since 
she left Maumsey had naturally increased the mischief. 
She had become sleepless and neurasthenic. And 
Wilmington watched day by day the eclipse of her 
radiant youth, with a dumb wrath almost as Pagan as 
that which a similar impression had roused in Lathrop. 

The nights were her worst time. She lived then 
in prison, with Gertrude, vividly recalling all that 
she had ever heard from the ‘Daughters’ who had 
endured it, of the miseries and indignities of prison 
life. But she also lived again through the events 
which had preceded and followed the riot ; her quick 
intelligence pondered the comments of the news- 
papers, the attitude of the public, the measured words 
and looks of these friends who surrounded her. And 
there were many times when sitting up in bed alone, 
suffering and sleepless, she asked herself bitterly— 

‘ Were we just fools ?— just; fools ? ’ 

But, whatever the mind replied, the heart and 
its loyalty stood firm.. She was no more free now 
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than before — ^fchat ms the horrible part of it! It 
was this wiiich divided her from Winnington. The 
thought of how he had carried her off from the ugty 
or ridiculous scenes which the newspapers described 
— scenes of which she had scarcely any personal 
memory — alternately thriUed and shamed her. But 
the aching expectation of Gertrude’s return — the doubt 
in what temper of mind and what pb'ght of body she 
would return — dominated everything else. 

At last came the expected message. ‘ In conse- 
quence of a report from the prison doctors and his 
own medical advisers, the Home Secretary has ordered 
the immediate release of Miss Gertrude Marvell.’ 
Winnington v/as privately notified of the time of 
release, information which was refused to what 
remained of the ‘ Daughters’ ’ organisation, lest there 
should be further disturbance. He took a motor to 
the prison gate, and put a terribly enfeebled woman 
and her nurse into it. Gertrude did not even recognise 
him, and he followed the motor to the Westminster 
flat, distracted by the gloomiest forebodings. 

Delia was already at the flat to receive her friend, 
having quietly — but passionately — ^insisted, against all 
the entreaties of Mrs. Matheson and Lady Tonbridge. 
Winnington helped the nurse and the porter to carry 
Gertrude Marvell upstairs. They laid her on the 
bed, and the doctor who had been summoned took 
her in charge. As he was learing the room, Winnington 
turned back— to look at his enemy. How far more 
formidable to him, in her’ weakness than in her 
stren^h 1 The keen eyes were closed, the thin mouth, 
relaxed and bloodless,^ shewed the teeth, the hands 
were mere skin and bone. She lay helpless and only 
balf-consoious on her pillows, with nurse and doctor 
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hoTermg round her^^and. Delia, kneeling beside iier* 
Yeti^ as he elosed'.the door,_ Wimiirigtoii realised her 
power through e^very ' vein;] ■ It rested entirely with 
her whether or no she w^ould destroy Delia, as slie 
must in’ the end destroy herself. 

He waited in the drawing-room for Delia. She 
came at last, with a cold and alien face. * Don't 
come again, please I Leave ns to ourselves. I shall 

have doctors— and nurses. We li .let .you. kimsJ. 

He took her hands tenderly. But she -drew-- then! 
aA\'ay— shivering a little. ^ 

' ’ ' You don’t know— you can't know — ^Ivhat it meaiiB 
to me — ^to ’u-^—to see what sh© has suffered. ' There 
must be no one here but those— who sympathise — 

who won't reproach ' Her voice failed her* 

There was nothing for it but to go. 


CHAPTEE XVIII 


Geeat is the power of martyrdom ! — of the false no 
less than the true — and whether the mind consent 
or no. 

During the first week of Gertrude Marvell’s recovery 
— or partial recovery — ^from her prison ordeal, both 
Winuington and Delia realised the truth of this com- 
monplace to the full. Winnington was excluded from 
the flat. Delia, imprisoned within it, was dragged, day 
by day, through deep waters of emotion and pity. She 
envied the heroism of her friend and leader ; despised 
herself fox not having been able to share it; and 
could not do enough to soothe the nervous suffering 
which Gertrude’s struggle with law and order had left 
behind it. 

But with the beginning of the second week some 
strange facts emerged. Gertrude was then suffi- 
ciently convalescent to be moved into the drawing- 
room, to see a few visitors, and to exchange experiences. 
All who came belonged to the League, and had been 
concerned in the Parliament^ raid. Most of them 
had been a few days dr a week in . prison. Two had 
been hunger-strikers. And? as they gathered round 
Gertrude in half -articulate? worship, Delia, passing 
from one revealing moihent to another, suddenly 
felt herself superfluous— thrust away ! She could not 
join in their talk, indeed, except perfunctorily; the 
■ ' ' 363 ' ' 2 A ' 
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inereasing violence of it often left her cold and trembling 
■with a strange and poisonous excitement ; and she soon 
recognised, half in laughter,' half bitterly, that, as one 
who had been carried out of the fray, like a naughty 
ehUd, by her guardian, she stood in the opinion of 
Gertrude’s visitors on a level, altogether inferior to that 
of persons who had ‘ fought it out.’ 

This, however, would not have troubled her — she 
was so entirely of the same opinion hersolf. But what 
began to wound her to the quick was Gertrude’s own 
attitude towards her. She had been accustomed for 
so long to be Gertrude’s most intimate friend, to be 
recognised and envied as such, that to be made to feel 
day. by day how small a hold — for some mysterious 
reason — she now retained on that fierce spirit, was 
galling indeed. Meanwhile she had placed all the 
money realised by the sale of her jewels, — more than 
three thousand pounds — ^in Gertrude’s hands for League 
purposes ; her house was practically Gertrude’s, and 
had Gertrude wfflle^.,Aer- timajjad ^r thoughts would 
have been Gertrude’s also. She would not let herself 
even think of Winnington. One glance at the 
emaciated face and frame beside her was enough to 
recall her from what had otherwise been a heavenly 
wandering. 

But she was naturally quick and shrewd, and sho 
soon made herself face the fact that she was sup- 
planted. Supplanted by many— but especially by 
one. Marion .Andrews , had .not been, in the .raid— 
Delia often uneasily pondered- the why and wbetefore. 
She came up to town a week after it, and was then con- 
stantly in Gertrude’s room. . Between Delia, and this 
iron-faced, dark-browed woman, with her clumsy dress 
and her brusque ways, there was hut little conversation. 
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Delia never forgot their last meeting- at Mamiisey ; she 
was often filled with dire -forebodings and suspicions,; 
and as the relation between Gertrude and Miss Andrews 
became closer, they grew’ and multipliecL 

At last one morning Gertrude turned her back 
on invalid' ways. She got up at her usual time ; she 
dismissed her nurse ; and in the middle of the inornmg 
she came in upon Delia, who, in the desultory temper 
born of physical strain, was alternately trying to 
read MarshalFs ‘ Economics of Industry ’ and writing 
to Lady Tonbridge about anything and everything, 
except the topics that really occupied her mind. 

Delia sprang up to get her a shawl, to settle her 
on the sofa. But Gertrude said impatiently — 

^ Please don't foss. I want to be treated now as 
though I were w^eli — I soon' shall be. And anyway 
I am tired of illness,' And she took a plain chair, 
as though to emphasise what she had said. 

* I came to talk to you about plans. You 're not 
busy ! ' 

‘ Busy ! ' The scornful tone was a trifle bitter also, 
as Gertrude perceived. Delia put aside her book, and 
her writing-boarcl, and descended to her favourite 
place on the hearti>rug. The two friends surveyed 
each other. 

' Gertrude, it 's absurd to talk as though you were 
well ! ' cried Delia., ' FYou look a perfect’ wreck ! ^ 
But there “was more in what .sEe saw— in what she 
felt — than physical wreck.- -There was,, a. moral and 
'spiritual , change/ subtler '’'than any -physical injury, 
and probably more'-'permanent. Gertrude 'Marvell had 
never possessed ' any * eiiarin,' ' in the -sense in w^Hoh 
other leaders of the militant- movement possessed/ it. 
A clear and narrowly -'logical brain, the diamond 
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sharpness of an astonishing wUl, and certain passions of 
hate, rather than passions’ bf love, had made the strength 
of her personality, and given her an increasing 
ascendancy. But these qualities had been mated vdth 
a slender physique — ^trim, balanced, composed — sug- 
gesting a fastidious taste, and nerves perfectly under 
control; a physique which had given special accent 
and emphasis to her rare outbreaks of spoken violence. 
Eefinement, seemliness,' ladylikeness ’ — even Sir Eobert 
Blanohflower in his sorest moments would scarcely 
have denied her these. 

, In a measure they were there stiU, but coupled 
with pathetic signs of some disintegrating and venomous 
influence. The face which once, in its pallid austerity, 
had not been without beauty, had now coarsened, even 
in emaciation. The features stood out disproportion- 
ately ; the hair had receded from the temples ; some- 
thing ugly and feverish had been, as it were, laid bare. 
And composure had been long undermined. The nurse 
who had Just left had been glad to go. 

Gertrude received Delia’s remark with impatience. 

‘ Do please let my looks alone ! As if you could 
boast ! ’ The speaker’s smile softened as she looked 
at the girl’s still bandaged arm, and pale cheeks. 

‘ That in fact is what I wanted to say, Delia. You 
ought to be going home. Yon want the country and 
the garden. And I, it seems — ^so this tiresome Doctor 
says — ought to have a fortnight’s sea.’ 

‘ Oh ’ — said Delia, with a sudden flush. ‘ So you 
think we ought to give- up the flat ? Why can’t I 
come with you to the sea ? ’ ' 

‘I thought you had begun to do various things 
— eripples--oottages— -schools— for Mr. Winnington,' 
said Gertrude drily. 
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* I wanted to — but Weston’s illness stopped it—and 
then I came here**' 

' Well, yon “ wanted to/'’ ■ 'And. ' why shoiiHri’t 

There was a silence. Then Delia looked up— very 
pale now — ^iier head thrown back, 

‘ So you mean you wish to get rid of me^ Gertrude ! ’ 

* Nothing of the sort. I want you to do — ^what 
you clearly wish to do.’ 

‘ When have I ever shown you that I wished to 
desert you — or— the League ? ’ 

‘ Perhaps I read you better than you do yourself/ 
said Gertrude, slightly reddening too. ‘ Of course you 
have been goodness — generosity — itself. But — this 

cause wants more than gifts — ^more than money — 
wants a woman’s self I ’ 

* Well ? ’ Delia waited. 

Gertrude moved impatiently. 

* Why should we play the hypocrite with each 
other ? ’ she said at last. ' You won’t deny that 
what .Mr. Winnington thinks — ^wliat Mr. Wirinington 
feels — ^is infinitely more important to you now than 
what anybody else in the world thinks or feels ? ’ 

' Which I shewed by coming up here against his 
•expresS' 'wishes ?~and Joining in the raid, after, he 
had said all that a man could say against it, both to 
you 'and to, me ■ 

* Oh, I admit you did your best— you did your 

best,’ said Gertrude sombrely. ‘ But I know you, 
Delia !— I 'know you .l'"'' Your-' heart ’s hot in iWany 
more/ ' ■ ’ ' 

Delia rose, and began slowly to pace the room. 
There was a wonderful '’virginal 'dignity — suppressed 
passion— in her attitude, as-, though she wrestled 'with 
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an inward wound. Bnt she said nothing, except to 
ask — as she paused in front of G-ertrude — 

‘ Where are you going — and who is going with 
you ? ’ 

‘ I shall go to the sea, somewhere — perhaps to the 
Isle of Wight. I dare say Marion Andrews will come 
with me. She wants to escape her mother for a 
time.’ 

‘ Marion Andrews ? ’ repeated Delia thoughtfully. 
Then, after a moment — ‘ So you ’re not coming down 
to Maumsey any more .? ’ 

‘ Ask yourself what there is for me to do there, 
my dear child ! EranMy, I should find the society of 
Mr. Winnington and Lady Tonbridge rather difficult f 
And as for their feelings about me ! ’ 

‘ Do you remember — you promised to live with me 
for a year ? ’ 

‘ Under mental reservation,’ said Gertrude quietly. 

* You know' very well, I didn’t accept it as an ordinary 
post.’ 

‘ And now there ’s nothing more to be got out of 
me ? Oh, I didn’t mean anything cruel ! ’ added the 
girl hastily. ‘ I know you must put the Cause first.’ 

‘ And you see where the Cause is,’ said Gertrude 
grimly. ‘ In a fortnight from now Sir Wilfrid Lang 
w'ill have crushed the Bill.’ 

‘ And everybody seems to be clamouring that we ’ve 
given them the excuse 1 ’ 

Pierce colour overspread Gertrude’s thin temples 
and cheeks. _ , 

‘ They’ll take it, anyway ; and we ’ve got to do all 
we can— meetings, processions, way-laying Ministers— 
the usual things— and any new torment we can devise.’ 

‘ But I thought you were going to the sea ! ’ 
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Afterwards — afterwards ! ’ said Gertrud e, with 
visible temper. *I shall ran; '.down to Brighton to- 
morrow, and come back fresh' on Monday.' 

' To this flat ? ' 

' Oh no — Eve found a lodging.' 

Delia turned away — her breath fluttering. 

‘ So we part to-morrow ! ' Then suddenly she faced 
round on Gertrude. ' But I don’t go, Gertrude — till 
I have your promise ! ’ 

‘ What promise ? ’ 

‘ To let — Monk Lawrence alone ! ' said the girl with 
sudden intensity ; and laying her uninjured hand on 
a table near, she stooped and looked Gertrude in the 

Gertrude broke into a laugh. , 

' You little goose ! Do you think I look the kind 
of person for nocturnal adventures ? — a cripple — on a 
stick ? Yes, I know you have been talking to Marion 
Andrews. She told me.’ 

* I warned you' said Delia, with determination — 

* which was more to the point. Everything Mr. 
Lathrop told me, I handed on to you.’ 

There was an instant’s silence. Then Gertrude 
laid a skeleton hand upon the girl’s hand'—gripping it 
painfully. 

' And do you suppose — that anything Mr. Lathrop 
could say, 'dr you could say, could prevent 'my carrying 
out plans that seemed to me necessary— in this war ? ’ 

Delia gasped. 

'Gertrude ! — ^you mean to do it ! ’ . 

"Gertrude released'-,' her— almost threw hex hand 
away." " 

■: * I, have' told' you' why you are a fool to think so. 

But if you do think .so, -go and tell Mr. Wimiington,!; 
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Tell Mm everytMng I-^make Mm enquire. I shall be 
in town — ^ready for the warrant.’ 

The two faced each other. 

‘ And now,’ said Gertrude — ‘ though I am convales- 
cent — we have had enough of tMs.’ She rose tottering 
— and felt for her stick. Delia gave it her. 

‘ Gertrude ! ’ It was a bitter cry of crushed 
affection and wounded trust. It arrested Gertrude 
for a moment on her way to the door. She turned in 
indecision-then shook her head — muttered something 
inarticulate, and went. 

That afternoon Delia sent a telegram to Lady 
Tonbridge ■who had returned to Maumsey — ‘ Can you 
and Nora come and stay -with me for tluee months ? 
I shall be quite alone.’ She also despatched a note 
to Winnington’s club, simply to say that she -R'as 
going home to-mon-ow. She had no recent news of 
Winnington’s whereabouts, but sometliing told her 
that he was still in town — still near her. ■ 

Then she turned with energy to practical affairs — 
arrangements for giving up the flat, dismissing some 
servants, despatching others to Maumsej!". She had 
something of a gift for housekeeping, and on this 
evening of all others she blessed its tasks. When 
they met at dinner, Gertrude was perfectly placid and 
amiable. She went to bed early, and Delia spent 
the hours after dinner in packing, with her maid. In 
the middle of it came a line from Winningtpn — ‘ Good 
news indeed! I go down to Maumsey early,; to see 
that the Abbey is ready for, you. Don’t bother about 
the flat. I have spoken to the agents. They will do 
everything. Aurevoir! ’ 

The commonplace words somehow broke down 
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her self-control She sent .away her inaidj» put out 
the glaring electric light, 'and sat. crouched, over the 
fire, ill the darkness, . thinking her heart, out* Once 
she sprang up suddenly,, her hands at her breast— 

‘ Oh, Mark', Mark — I hii coming back to you, Mark,— 
I hn coming back — I hn free ! ’ — ^in an ecstasy. 

But only to feel herself the next moment quenched 
—coerced — ^her happiness dashed from her. If she 
gave herself to Mark, her suspicions, her practical 
certainty must go with the gift. She could not keep 
from him her haunting belief that Monk Lawrence 
was vitally threatened, and that Gertrude, in spite of 
audacious denials, was still madly bent upon the plot. 
And to tell him wmuld mean instant action on his 
part : arrest— prison — perhaps death — for this woman 
she had adored, whom she still loved mth a sore, 
disillusioned tenderness. She could not tell him ! — 
and therefore she could not engage herself to him. 
Had Gertrude realised that ? — counted upon it ? 

No. She must work in other ways — ^through 
Mr. Lathrop — through various members of the 
‘ Daughters’ ’ Executive, who were personally known 
to her. Gertrude must be restrained — somehow — by 
those who still had influence with her. 

The loneliness of that hour sank deep into Delia’s 
soul. Never had she felt herself so motherless, so 
forlorn. Her passion for thiS' elder woman' during 
three years, of fast-developing youth had .divided her 
from all her natural friends." '.As for her relations, 
her father’s sister, ' Elizabeth’ Blanchflower, a selfish, 
eccentric old maid, had just- acknowledged her existence 
in two chilly notes since, shC' returned to England ; 
while Lord Frederick, Winnington^ co-executor, had in 
the same period written her one letter of' half-scolding 
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, half-patronising 'ad-yicej and sent a present of game to 
Mamnse'y. Since then she understood he had been 
pursixing his enenay the gout from ‘cure’ to ‘cure,’ 
and. ‘ Mr. Mark ’ certainly, had done all the executors’ 
■work that had not been mere, formality. 

She had no friends, no one who cared for her ! — 
except Winnington— her chilled heart glowed to the 
name! — ^Lady Tonbridge, and poor Weston. Among 
the ‘ Daughters * she had acquaintances, but no inti- 
mates. Gertrude had absbrbed her ; she had lived for 
Gertrude and Gertrude’s ideas. 

, , And now she: was, despised — cast out. She tried 
to revive in herself the old crusading flame — ^the hot 
unquestioning, belief in Women’s Eights and Women’s 
Wrongs — ^the angry contempt for men as a race of 
coarse and hypocritical oppressors, which Gertrude 
had taught her. In vain. She sat there, with these 
altruistic loves. and hates; — premature, artificial things ! 
— dropping away ; conscious only, nakedly conscious, 
of the thirst for individual happiness, personal Joy — 
ashamed of it too, in her bewildered youth ! — ^not 
knowing that she was thereby best serving her sex 
and her rape, in the fore-ordained ways of destiny. 
And the ■wickedness of men? But to have watched a 
good man, day by day, had changed all the values of 
the human scene. Her time would come again — 
with fuller knowledge — ^for bitter loathing of the 
tyrannies of sex and lust. But this, in the natural 
order, was her hour for hope — for faith. As the night 
grew deeper, the tides of both rose and rose witWn 
her— washing her at last from the shores of Desolation. 
She was going home. Winnington would be there — 
her friend. Somehow, she would save Gertrude. 
Somehow— surely— she would find herself in Mark’s 
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arms again. She went to sleep with a face all tears, bnt 
whether for joy or sorrow, she could hardly have told. 

Nest morning Marion arrived early, and carried 
Gertrude off to Victoria, era route for Brighton. 
Gertrude and Delia kissed each other, and said Good- 
bye, without visible emotion. 

‘ Of course I shall come down to plague you in the 
summer,’ said Gertrude, and Delia laughed assent — 
with Miss Andrews standing by. The girl went 
through a spasm of solitary weeping when Gertrude 
was finally gone ; but she soon mastered it, and an 
hour later she herself was in the train. 

■Oh, the freshness of the February day — of the 
spring breathing everywhere ! — of the pairing birds, 
and the springing wheat — and the bright patches of 
crocus and snowdrops in the gardens along the line. 
A rush of pleasure in the mere return to the country 
and her home, in the mere welling back of health, the 
escape from daily friction, and ugly, violent thoughts, 
overflowed all her young senses. She was a child on 
a holiday. The nightmare of the Raid — of those 
groups of fighting, dishevelled women, ignominiously 
overpowered, of the grinning crowd, the agonising pain 
of her arm, and the policeman’s rough grip upon it 
— began to vanish ‘ in black from the skies.’ 

Until — ^the train ran into the long cutting half- 
way between Latchford and Maumsey, above which 
climbed the steep woods ql Monk Lawrence. Delia 
knew it well. And she had no sooner recognised it 
than her gaiety fell-f— headlong-^like a shot bird. She 
waited in a kind of terror for the moment when the 
tram should leave the cutting, and the house come 
into view, on its broad terrace carved out of the hill. 
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Yes, there it was, far away, the ineomparable front, 
with its beautiful irregularities, and its equally beautiful 
symmetries, with its oriel windows flashing in the 
sun, the golden grey of its stone work, the delicate 
tracery on its tall twisted cliimneys, and . the dim 
purples of its spreading roofs. It lay so gently in 
the bosom of the woods which clasped it roimd— as 
though they said — ‘ See how we have guarded and 
kept it through the centuries for you, the children of 
to-day.’ 

The train sped on, and looking back Delia could 
just make out a whitish patch on the lower edge of the 
woods. That was Mr. Lathrop’s cottage. It seemed 
to her vaguely that she had seen his face in the front 
rank of the crowd in Parliament Square ; but she bad 
heard nothing of him or from him since their last 
talk. She had indeed written him a short veiled note, 
as she had promised to do, after Gertrude’s first 
denials, repeating them — ^though she herself disbe- 
lieved them— and there had been no reply. Was he at 
home ? Had he perhaps discovered anything more ? 

When she alighted at Maumsey, with her hand in 
Winnington’s, the fresh colour in her cheeks had 
disappeared again, and he was dismayed, anew at 
her appearance, though he kept it to himself. But 
when she was once more in the familiar draw'ing-room, 
sitting in her grandmother’s chair, obliged to rest 
while Lady Tonbridge poured out -tea — Nora Was 
improving her French in Paris— and Winnington, 
with his hands in his pockets, talked gossip and 
gardening, without a word of anything that had 
happened since they three had last met in that room ; 
when Weston, ghostly but convalescent, came in to 
show herself; when Delia’s black spitz careered all 
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over Ms recovered mistress, and even the cats came 
to rub themselves against her sMrts, it was impossible 
not to feel, for the moment, tremulously happy, and 
strangely delivered— in tMs house whence Gertrude 
Marvell had departed. 

How vivid was the impression of this latter fact 
on the other two may be imagined. I^Men Delia had 
gone upstairs to chat with Weston, Lady Tonbridge 
looked at Winnington — 

‘ To what do we owe this crowning mercy ? Who 
dislodged her ? ’ 

Winnington’s glance was thoughtful. ‘ I guess it has 
been her own doing entirely. But I know nothing.’ 

‘ H’m.— Well, if I may advise, dear Mr. Mark, ask 
no questions. And ’ — ^Ms old friend put a hand on 
Ms arm — ‘ May I go on ? ’ A smile; not very gay, 
permitted her. 

‘ Let her be ! ’ she said softly, with a world of 
sympathy in her clear brown eyes. ‘ She ’s suffered — 
and she ’s on edge.’ He laid his hand on hers, but 
said nothing. 

The days passed by. Winnington did as he had 
been told ; and Madeleine Tonbridge seemed to see 
that Delia was dumbly grateful to Mm. Meanwhile 
in the eyes of her two friends she made little or no 
advance towards recapturing her former health and 
strength. The truth, of course, was that she 'was 
consumed by devouring and helpless anxiety. She 
wrote to Lathrop, posting the letter at a distant 
village ; and received no answer. Then she ascer- 
tained that he was not at the cottage, and a casual 
line in the Tocsin informed her that he had been in 
town taking part in the foundation of an ‘ outspoken ’ 
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newspaper — ouispoken on ‘ the fundamental questions 
of sex. liberty,, and . morals involved in the Suffrage 
movement.’ ' , 

But a letter to the Tocsin office, addressed ‘ To 
be forwarded,’ produced no more result than her first. 
Meanwhile she had written imploringly to various 
prominent members of the organisation in London, 
pointing out the effect on public opinion that must 
be produced all through Southern England by any 
attack on Monk Lawrence. She received two cold and 
cautious replies. It seemed to her that the writers 
of them were even more in the dark than she. 

The days ran on. The newspapers were full of the 
coming Woman Suffiage Bill, and its certain defeat 
in the Commons. Sir Wilfrid Lang was leading the 
forces hostile to the Suffrage, and making speech after- 
speech in the country to cheering audiences, denouncing 
the Bill, and the mad women who had tried to promote 
it by a campaign of outrage, ‘ as ridiculous as it was 
eriminal.’ jHe was to move the rejection of it on the 
second reading, and was reported to be triumphantly 
confident of the result. 

Whnnington meanwhile became more and more 
conscious of an abnormal state of nerve and brain in 
this pale Delia, the shadow of her proper self, and 
as the hours went on, he was presently for throwing 
all Madeleine’s counsels aside, and somehow breaking 
through the girl’s silence, in the hope of getting at — 
and healing— the cause of it. He guessed of course ^t 
a hundred things to account for it^at a final breach 
between her and Gertrude— at the disappointment of 
cherished hopes and illusions— at a profound travail 
of mind, partly moral, partly intellectual, going back 
over the past, and bewildered as to the future. But 
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at the first sign of '-a ohange of action^ of mj attempt 
to probe 'her, on his; part,; she. was off— in flight; 
throwing back at Mm often a look at once so full of 
■ pain and so resolute that he dared not pursue her. She 
possessed at all times a great personal dignity, and it 
held him at bay; 

He himself— unconsciously— enabled her to hold 
him at bay. Naturally, he connected some of the 
haunting anxiety he perceived with Monk Lawrence, 
and with Gertrude Marvell’s outrageous speech in 
Latehford market-place. But he himself, on the 
other hand, was not greatly concerned for Monk 
Lawrence. Not only he — ^the whole neighbourhood 
•was on the alert, in defence of the famous treasure- 
house. The outside of the building and the gardens 
were patrolled at night by two detectives ; and 
according to Daunt’s own emphatic assurance to 
Winnington, the house was never left without either 
the keeper himself or his niece in it, to mount guard. 
They had set up a dog, with a bark -which was alone 
worth a policeman. And finally, Sir Wilfrid himself 
had been down to see the precautions taken, had 
especially ordered the strengthening of the side door, 
and the provision of iron bars for all the ground-floor 
windows. As to the niece, Eliza Daunt, she had not 
made herself popular with the neighbours or in the 
village ; but she seemed an efficient and managing 
woman, and that she * kept, herself to herself ’ was 
far best for the safety of Monk Lawrence, 

' Whenever during these; days WinningtoMs business 
toot him in the Latehford direction, so that going or 
coming he passed- Monk.-Lawrence, he would walk up 
to the Abbey in the evening, and in the course of the 
gossip of the day, all, the. reassuring news he had to 
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give would be sure to dypP ; while Delia sat listen- 
ing, her eyes fixed on him. And then, for a time, the 
shadow almost lifted, .'and she would be her young and 
natural self. ■ 

In this way, without knowing it, he helped her to 
keep her secret, and, intemittently, to fight down her 
fears. 

On one of these afternoons, in the February 
twilight, he had been talking to both the ladies, 
describing inter alia a brief call at Monk Lawrence 
and a chat mth Daunt, when Madeleine Tonbridge 
went away to change her walking dress, and he and 
Delia were left alone. Winnington was standing in 
the favourite male attitude — his hands in his pockets, 
and his baiek to the fire ; Delia Avas on a sofa near. 
The firelight flickered on the black and white of her 
dress, and on the face which in losing sometiiing of 
its dark bloom had gained infinitely in other magic 
for the eyes of the man looking down upon her. 

Suddenly she said— 

‘ Do you remember when you wanted me to say— 

I was sorry for Gertrude’s speech— and I wouldn’t ? ’ 

He started. . ■ 

‘ Perfectly.’ , 

‘ Well, I am sorry now. I see — I know — ^it has been 
all a mistake.’ 

She lifted her eyes to his, very quietly — but the 
hands on her lap shook. 

His passionate impidse was to throw himself at her 
feet, and silence any further humbleness with kisses. 
But he controlled hhnself. 

‘ You mean — ^that violence — has been a mistake 9 ’ 

' Yes— just that. Gh, of course ! ’ — she flushed 
again— ‘ I am just as much for wonien — I am just 
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as rebellious against :their wrongs— as I ever was. 

I shall be a 'Suffragist always. But I see now — ^what 
we ’ye stirred up in England. I see now— that we 
can’t win that way — ^and that we oughtn’t to win 
that way.’ 

He was silent a moment, and then said in a rather 
muffled voice — 

‘ I don’t know who else would have confessed it — 
so bravely ! ’ His emotion seemed to quiet her. She 
smiled radiantly. 

‘ Does it make you feel triumphant ? ’ 

‘ Not in the least ! ’ 

She held out both hands, and he grasped them, 
smiling back— understanding that she wished him to 
take it lightly. 

Her eyes indeed now were full of gaiety — flight 
swimming on depths. 

‘ You won’t be always saying “ I told you so ” ? ’ 

‘ Is it my way ? ’ 

‘ No. But -perhaps it ’s cunnmg on your part. 
You know it pays better to be generous.’ 

They both laughed, and she drew her hands aw'ay. 
In another minute, she had asked him to go on with 
some reading aloud while she worked. Ho took up 
the book. The blood raced in his veins. ‘Soon, 
soon ! ’ — ^he said to himself, only to he checked by the 
divining instinct which added— but not yet ! ’ 

Only a few more days now to the Commons debate. 
Every morning the newspapers contained a crop of 
‘ milit^t ’ news of the kind foreshadowed by Gertrude 
Maryell — ^meetings disturbed, private parties raided, 
Ministers waylaid, windows smashed, and the like, 
though in none of the reports did Gertrude’s own 
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name appear. Oiily , two days before the debate, a 
gloiioTisEeynoidsiu the 'National Gallery was all but 
hopelessly defaced by a girl of eighteen. Feeling 
throughout the country surged at a white-heat. Delia 
said little or nothing, but the hollows under her 
eyes grew steadily darker, and her cheeks whiter. 
Nor could Winnington, for all his increasing anxiety, 
devote himself to soothing or distracting her. An 
ugly strike in the Latchford brickfields against non- 
union labour was giving the magistrates of the county 
a good deal of anxiety. Some bad outrages had 
already occurred, and, Winnington was endeavouimg 
to get a Board of Trade arbitration,— all of which 
meant his being a good deal away from home. 

Meanwhile Delia was making a new friend. Easily 
and simply, though no one knew exactly how, Susy 
Amberley had found her way to the heart of the young 
woman so much talked about and so widely condemned 
by the county. HeJ own departure for London had 
been once more delayed by the illness of her mother. 
But the worst of her own struggle was over now ; and 
no one had guessed it. She was a little older, though 
it was hardly perceptible to any eye but her mother’s ; 
a little graver; : in some ways sweeter, in others 
perhaps a trifle harder, like the dipped sword. Her 
dress had become less of a care to her ; she minded 
the fashions less than her mother. . . And there had 
opened before her more and more alluringly that world 
of social service, which is to so many ' beautiful souls 
outside Catholicism the equivalent of the vowed and 
dedicated life. ; 

But just as of oldj she guessed Mark Winhington’s 
thoughts, and by some instinct divined his troubles. 
He loved Delia Blanchflower ; that she knew by a 
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hundred signs; and there _ were rough places in Hs 
roach — ^that too she • knew. They were clearly not 
engaged ; but their relation was clearly^ alsoj one of no 
ordinary friendship. Delia’s dependence on Min, her 
now gentleness and docility were full of meaning — for 
Susy. As to the causes of Delia’s depression, wMy, she 
had lost her friend, or at any rate — to judge from the 
fact that Delia was at Maumsey, wdiiie Miss Marvell 
remained, so report said, in London — had ceased to 
agree or act with her. Susy divined and felt for the 
possible tragedy involved. Delia indeed never spoke 
of. the militant propaganda ; but she often produced 
on Susy a strange impression as of someone listening 
— ^through darkness. 

The net result of ail these guessings was that the 
tender Susy fell suddenly in love with Delia — ^first for 
Mark’s sake, then for her own ; and became, in a few 
days of freciuent meetings, Delia’s small worshipper 
and ministering spirit. Delia surrendered, wondering ; 
and it was soon very evident that, on her side, the 
splendid creature, in her unrevealed distress, pined 
after all to be loved, and by her owm sex. She told 
Susy no secrets, either as to Winnington or Gertrude ; 
but very soon, just as Susy was certain about her, 
so she~tery pitifully and tenderly — became , certain 
about .'Susy. ’ Susy loved— or ' had once ' loved— Win- 
riington. ' And Delia knew very well whom Winuington 
loved. The double knowledge^ softened all -her pride- 
all her incipient Jealousyi,>way*-' She took Susy into 
her heart, though not wholly into her confidence ; 
and soon the two' begah:|50 walk 'the lonely country 
roads together hand in 'hand.- -Susy’s naturah tasks 
took her .often among the poor. But Delia would 
not go with her. She ’shrank, during these days, 
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•with a sick distaste, from the human world around 
her — ^its possible claims upon her. Her mind , was 
pre-engaged ; and she would not pretend what she 
could not feel. 

This applied especially to the folk on her father’s 
estate. As to the neighbours of her own class, they 
apparently shrank from her. She was left coldly 
alone. No one called but Susy, France and his wife, 
and Captain Andrews. Mrs. Andrews indeed was 
loud in her denunciation of Delia and all her crew. 
Her daughter Marion had abominably deserted all 
her family duties, without any notice to her family, 
and was now — according to a note left behind — 
brazenly living in town with some one or other of the 
‘ criminals ’ to whom Miss Blanehflower, of course, 
had introduced her. But as she had given no address 
she was safe from pursuit. Mrs. Andrews’ life had 
never been so uncomfortable. She had to maid 
herself, and do her own housekeeping, and the thing 
was scandalous and intolerable. She filled the local 
air with wailing and abuse. 

But her son, the gallant Captain, would not allow 
any abuse of Deha Blanohflower in his presence. He 
had begun, indeed, immediately after DeHa’s return, 
to haunt the Abbey so persistently that Madeleine 
Tonbridge had to make an opportunity for a few 
quiet words in his ear, after which he disappeared 
disconsolate. 

But he was a good fellow at heart, and the im- 
pression Delia had made upon him, together ■with 
some plain speaking on the subject from Lady Ton- 
bridge, in the course of a chance meeting in the village, 
roused a remorseful discomfort in him about his 
sister. He tried honestly to find out where she was, 
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but quite in vain. Then he turned upon his another, 
and told her bluntly she was herself to blame for her 
daughter’s flight. ‘ Between us, we ’ve led her a 
dog’s life, mother — there, that ’s the truth ! All the 
same, I ’m damned sorry she ’s taken up with this 
business.’ 

However, it mattered nothing to anybody whether 
the Captain was ‘ damned sorry ’ or not. The homs 
were almost numbered. The Sunday before the Tues- 
day fixed for the Second Reading came and went. 
It was a foggy February day, in which the hills faded 
from sight, and all the world went grey. Winnington 
spent the afternoon at Maumsey. But neither he nor 
Madeleine seemed to be able to rouse Delia during 
that day from a kind of waldng dream — ^wbich he 
interpreted as a brooding sense of some catastrophe 
to come. 

He was certain that her mind was fixed on the 
division ahead — the scene in the House of Commons — 
and on the terror of what the ‘ Daughters ’ — Gertrude 
perhaps in the van — ^might be planning and plotting 
in revenge for it. His own feeling was one of vast 
relief that the strain would be so soon over, and his 
own tongue loosed. Monk Lawrence was safe enough ! 
And as for any other attempt at vengeance, he dis- 
missed the notion with impatient scorn. 

But meanwhile he said not a word that could 
have Jarred on any Conviction or grief Of Delia’s. 
Sometimes indeed they touched the great subject 
itself — the Moyement, in its broad and arguable 
aspects ; though it seemed to him that Delia could 
not bear it for long. Mind and heart were too sore; 
and her weary reasonableness made him long for the 
prophetic furies of the autumn. But always she felt 
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herself enwrapped by a tenderness, a chivalry that 
never failed. . Only between her and it — between her 
and him— as &e lay awake through broken nights, 
some barrier, rose— dark and impassable. She knew 
it for the barrier of her own xmoonquered fear. 


CHAPTBE XIX 


On this same Smiday night before the Suffrage 
crisis, a slender woman, in a veil and a waterproof, 
opened the gate of a small house in the Brixton 
Eoad. It was about nine o’clock in the evening. 
The pavements were wet with rain, and a gusty wind 
was shrieking through the smutty almond and alder 
trees along the road which had ventured to put out 
their poor blossoms and leaves in the teeth of this 
February gale. 

The woman stood and looked at the house after 
shutting the gate, as though uncertain whether she 
had found what she was looking for. But the number 
463 on the dingy door could be still made out by the 
light of the street opposite, and she mounted the 
steps. 

A slatternly maid opened the door, and on being 
asked whether Mrs. Marvell was at home, pointed 
curtly to a dimly lighted staircase, and disappeared. 

Gertrude Marvell groped her way upstairs. The 
house smelt repulsively of stale food and gas mingled, 
and the wailing vund from outside seemed to pursue 
the visitor with its voice as she mounted. On the 
second-floor landing, she knocked at the door of the 
front room. ■ 

After an interval, some shuffling steps came to the 
door, and it was cautiously opened 
' ms' 
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‘ WLat ’g your businessj please ? ’ 

‘ It ’s me— Gertrude. Are you alone ? ’ 

A sound of astonishment. The door was opened, 
and a woman appeared.' Her untidy, brown hair, 
touched with grey, fell back from a handsome pee%dsh 
face of an aquiline type. A delicate mouth, relaxed 
and bloodless, seemed to make a fretful appeal to the 
spectator, and the dark circles under the eyes shewed 
violet on a smooth and pallid skin. She was dressed 
in a faded tea-gown much betrimmed, covered up 
with a dingy white shawl. 

‘ Well, Gertrude — so you ’ve come — at last ! 
she said, after a moment, in a tone of resentment. 

‘ If you can put me up for the night — I can stay. 
I Ve brought no luggage.’ 

‘ That doesn’t matter. There ’s a stretcher bed: 
Come in.’ Gertrude Marvell entered, and her mother 
closed the door. 

‘ Well, mother — how are you ? ’ 

The daughter offered her cheek, which the elder 
woman kissed. Then Mrs. Marvell said bitterly — 

‘ Well, I don’t suppose, Gertrude, it much matters 
to you how I am.’ 

Gertrude took off her wet waterproof and hat, 
and sitting down by the fire, looked round her mother’s 
bed-sittingroom. There was a tray on the table 
with the remains of a meal. There were also a large 
number of women’s hats, some trimmed, some un- 
trimmed, some in process of trimming, lying about the 
room, on the different articles of furniture. There 
was a tiny dog in a basket, which barked shrilly and 
feebly as Gertrude approached the fire, and there were 
various cheap illustrated papers and a couple of 
sixpenny novels to be seen emerging from the litter 
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here and there. For the rest, the, furniture was of a 
squalid lodgingdionse type. On the chimney-piece, 
however, was a bnnch of' daffodils, the only fresh and 
pleasing object in the room. 

To Gertrude 'it was as though she had seen it all 
before. Behind the room, there stretched a succession 
of its ghostly fellows — the rooms of her childhood. 
In those rooms she could remember her mother as a 
young and comely woman, but always with the same 
slovenly dress, and the same untidy — though then 
abundant and beautiful — ^Irair. And as she half shut 
her eyes she seemed also to see her younger sister 
coming in and out — malicious, secretive — with her 
small tiirn-up nose, pouting lips, and under-hung 
chin. ' , , . • 

She made no reply to her mother's complaining 
remark. But while she held her cold hands to the 
blase that Mrs. Marvell stirred up, her eyes took 
careful note of her mother’s aspect. ‘ Much as usual,’ 
was her inward comment. " Whatever happens, she TI 
outlive me.’ 

^ You’ve been going on with the millinery ? ’ She 
pointed to the hats. ' I hope you’ve been making 
it pay.’ 

' It provides me wdth a few shillings now and then,’ 
sold Mrs. Marvell, sitting heavily down on the other 
side of the fire—* which Winnie generally gets out of 
me!’ she added sharply, * Lam a miserable pauper 
now, as I always have 'been/' 

Gertrude’s look' was unmoved. Her mother had, 
she Icnew, all that her father had left behind him — ^no 
> great sum, but enough for a solitary woman to live on. 

* Well, aiiywmy, you must he glad ■ of it as an 
occupation* I wish I could help ■ you. But I haven’t 
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really a farthing of my own, beyond the interest on 
my thousand pounds. I handle a great deal of money, 
but it all goes to . the League, and I never let them 
pay me more than my bare expenses. Now then, 
tell me all about everybody ! ’ And she lay back in the 
dilapidated basket-chair that had been offered her, 
and prepared herself to listen. 

The family chronicle was done. It was as 
depressing as usual, and Gertrude made but little 
comment upon it. When it was finished Mrs. Marvell 
rose, and put the kettle on the fire, and got out a 
couple of fresh cups and saucers from a cupboard. 
As she did so, she looked round at her visitor. 

‘ And you ’re as deep in that militant business as 

Gertrude made a negligent sign of assent. 

‘ Well, you ’ll never get any good of it.’ The 
mother’s pale cheek flushed. It excited her to have 
this chance of speaking her mind to her clever and 
notorious daughter, whom in many ways she secretly 
envied, while heartily disapproving her acts and 
opinions. 

Gertrude shrugged her shoulders. 

‘ What ’s the good of arguing ? ’ 

Well, it ’s true ’ — said the mother, persisting. 

‘ Every new thing you do turns more people against 
you. Winnie’s a Suffragist — but she says you’ve 
spoilt all their game ! ’ 

Gertrude’s eyes shone ; she despised her mother’s 
opinion, and her sister’s still more, and yet once again 
in their neighbom’hood, once again in the old environ- 
ment, she must needs treat them in the old sneering, 
brow-beating way. 
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‘ And yon think, I suppose, that Winnie knows a 
good deal about it ? ’ 

‘ Well, she knows what everybody ’s saying — ^in 
the trams — and the trains — everywhere. The Bill 
hasn’t a chance, they say. Hundreds of them that 
used to be for you have turned over.’ 

‘ Let them ! ’ 

The contemptuous tone irritated Mrs. Marvell. 
But at the same time she could not help admiring 
her eldest daughter, as she sat there in the fire-light, 
her quiet, well-cut dress, her delicate hands and feet. 
It was true, indeed, she was a scarecrow for thinness, 
and looked years older — ‘ somehow gone to pieces ’ — 
thought the mother, vaguely, and with a queer, 
sudden pang. 

‘ And you ’re going on with it ? ’ 

‘ What ? Militancy ? Of course we are— more 
than ever ! ’ 

‘ Why, the men laugh at you, Gertrude ! ’ 

‘ They won’t laugh — by the time we’ve done,’ said 
Gertrude, with apparent indifference. But a subtler 
observer than Mrs. Marvell would have seen that the 
indifference- was now an effort — which scarcely hid the 
quiver of nerves, irreparably injured by excitement 
and over-strain. 

‘ Well, all I know is, it ’s against Nature to suppose 
that women can fight men.’ Mrs. Marvell’s remarks, as 
she went to and fro with her tea-things, were rather 
like the emergence of scattered spars from a choppy sea. 

* We shall fight them/ said Gertrude, smiling — 
‘ And what ’s more, we shall beat them.’ 

‘ AH the same, we ’ve got to live with them ! ’ cried 
her mother,, suddenly flushing, as old rdemories swept 
across her. , 
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‘ Yea, — on our tenns^not theirs ! ' 

‘ I do believe, Gertrude, you hate the very sight 
of a man ! ’ Gertrude smiled again ; then suddenly 
shivered, as though the cold wind outside had swept 
through the room. 

‘ And so would you — ^if you knew what I do ! ’ 

‘ Well, I do know a good bit ! ’ protested Mrs. 
Marvell. ‘ And I ’m a married woman, — worse luck ! 
and you ’re not. But you ’ll never see it any other 
way than your own, Gertie. You got a kink in you 
when you were quite a ghl. Last week I w'as taltog 
about you to a woman I know — and I said “ It ’s 
the girls ruined by the bad men that make Gertrude 
so mad,” — and she said “ She don’t ever think of the 
boys that are ruined by the bad women ! — Has she 
ever had a son ? — ^not she ! ” And she just cried and 
cried. I suppose she was thinldng of something.’ 

Gertrude rose. 

‘ Look here, mother. Can I go to bed •? I ’m 
awfully tired.’ 

‘ 'Wait a bit. I ’ll make the bed.’ 

Gertrude sat down by the fire again. Her exhaustion 
was evident, and she made no attempt to help her 
mother. Mrs. Marvell let down the chair-bed, drew 
it near the fire, and found some bed-clothes. Then she 
produced night-things of her own, and helped Gertrude 
undress. When her daughter was in bed, she made 
some tea and dry toast, and Gertrude let them be 
forced on her. When she had finished, the mother 
suddenly stooped and kissed her. 

‘ 'Where are you going to now, Gertrude ? Are you 
staying on with that lady in Hamptonshire ? ’ 

‘ Can’t tell you my plans just yet,’ said Gertrude 
sleepily—* but you ’ll know next week.’ 
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The lights were put out, ■ Both women tried to 
rest, and Gertrude was; soon heavily asleep. 

But as soon as it was light, Mrs. Marvell heard her 
moving, the splash of water, and the lighting of the fire. 
Presently Gertrude came to her side fully dressed— 

' There, mother, I Ve made you a cup of tea ! And 
now in a few minutes I shall be off/ 

Mrs. Marvell sat up and drank the tea. 

' I didn’t think you ’d go in such a hurry/ she 
said fretfully. 

' I must. My day ’s so full. Well now, look here, 
mother, I want you to know if anything were to happen 
to me, my thousand pounds would come to you first, 
and then to Winnie and her children. And it ’s my 
wish, that neither my brother nor Henry shall touch 
a farthing of it. I ’ve made a will, and that ’s the 
address of my solicitors, who ’re keeping it.’ She 
handed her mother an envelope. 

Mrs. Marvell put down her tea, and put her 
handkerchief to her eyes. 

* I believe you ’re up to something dreadful, 
Gertrude, — ^which you won’t tell me.’ 

' Nonsense ! ’ said Gertrude, not however unkindly. 

‘ But we mayn’t see each other for a good while. 
There ! — I ’ll open the windows — that ’ll make you feel 
more cheerful.’ And she drew up the blinds to the dull 
February day, and opened a window. 

* I ’ll telephone to Winnie, as I go past the Post 
Office, to come and spend the day with you — and I ’ll 
send up the servant to do your ‘room. Now don’t 
fret/ 

' ' I *"331 a lonely old woman, Gertrude — and I wish 
I was dead I ’ . ^ ■ 

Gertrude frowned. 
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‘ You should try and read something, mother — 
better than these trfl,shy novels. When I ’ve time, 
1 11 send you a parcel of books— I ’ve got a good many. 
And don’t you let your work go— it ’s good for you. 
Now good-bye.’ 

The two women kissed — Mrs. Marvell embracing her 
daughter with a sudden fierceness of emotion to which 
Gertrude submitted, almost for the first time in her 
life. Then her mother pushed her away — 

* Good-bye, Gertrude — ^you ’d better go ! ’ 

Gertrude went out noiselessly, closing the door 
behind her with a lingering movement, unlike her. In 
the tiny hall below, she found the ‘ general ’ at work, 
and sent her up to Mrs. Marveh. Then she went out 
into the grey February morning, and the little girl of 
the landlady standing on the steps saw her enter one 
of the eastward-bound trams. 

Monday afternoon came. Winnington had been 
called away to Wanchester by urgent cotmty business ; 
against his will, for there had been some bad rioting 
the day before at Latchford, and he would rather 
have gone to help his brother magistrates. But 
there was no help for it. Lady Tonbridge was at the 
little Georgian house, shutting it up for six months. 
Delia was left alone in the Abbey, consumed with 
a restless excitement she had done her best to bide 
from her companions. She suddenly made up her 
mind that she would go and see for herself, and by 
herself, what was happening at Monk Lawrence. 
She set out unobserved and on foot, and had soon 
climbed the hill and reached the wood-walk along its 
crest where she had once met Lathrop. Half-way 
through, she came on two persons whom she at once 
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recognised as the science mistress, Miss Jackson,, and 
Miss Toogood. They were walking slowly, and, as it 
seemed to Delia, sadly ; the little dressmaker limping 
painfully, with her head thrown back and a face of 
fixed and tragic distress. 

When they saw Delia, they stopped in agitation. 

‘ Oh, Miss Blanchflower ! ’ 

Delia, who know that Miss Jackson had been in 
town hoping for work at the Central Office of the 
League of Eevolt, divined at once that she had been 
disappointed. 

‘ They couldn’t find you anything ? ’ 

The teacher shook her head. 

‘ And the Governors have given me a month’s 
salary here in lieu of’ notice, I ’ve left the school, 
Miss Blanchflower ! I was in the Square, you kno^¥, 
that day — and at the Police Court afterwards. That 
was what did it. And I have my old mother to 
keep.’ 

A pair of haggard eyes met Delia’s. 

‘ Oh, but I ’ll help ! ’ cried Delia — ‘ You must 
let me help ! — ^won’t 'you ? ’ 

‘ Thank you — but I ’ve got a few savings,’ said the 
teacher quietly. ‘ It isn’t that so much. It ’s — weU, 
Miss Toogood feels it too. She was in town — she saw 
everything. And she knows what I mean. Wb ’re 
disheartened — that ’s what it is ! ’ 

‘ With the movement ? ’ said Delia, after a moment. 

‘ It seemed so splendid when we talked of it down 
here — ^and — it was — so horrible ! ’ Her voice dropped. 

* So horrible ! ’ echoed Mss Toogood drearily. ‘ It 
wasn’t what we meant, somehow. And yet we ’d 
read about it. But to see those young women beating 
men’s faces — well, it did for me ! ’ 
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* The police we:re rough 'too ! ’ cried Miss. Jackson* 
' Blit you couldn't' wonder' at it, Miss Blanctiilower, 
could you ? ' 

Delia looked into the speaker's frank, troubled 
face. 

‘ You and I felt the same/ she said in a choked 
voice. ' It was ugly — and it w^-as absurd.' 

She walked back with them a little way, comforting 
them, as best she could. And her sympathy, her 
sweetness did — strangely — comfort them. When she 
left them, they walked on, talking tenderly of her, 
counting on her good fortune, if there was none for 
them. 

At the end of the walk, towards Monk Lawrence, 
another figure emerged from the distance. Delia 
started, then gathered all her wits ; for it -was Lathrop. 

He hurried towards her, breathless, euttirig all 
preliminaries — 

' I was coming to find you. I arrived this morning. 
I never got your letters — but that 's too long a story. 
I was coming to tell you now — there's something 
wrong ! I have just been to the house, and there is 
no one there,' 

* Wliat do you mean ? ^ 

*'No one. I went to Daunt 's rooms. Everything 
locked. The house absolutely dark — everywhere. 

. And I know that he has had the strictest orders ! ' 

Without a wordi she began to run, and he beside 
her. When she slackened, he told her that while' in 
London he had made 'the most skilful enquiries he 
could devise as to the plot he believed to be m foot. 
But^like Delia's own— they had been quite fruitless. 
Those persons who had shared suspicion with Mm in 
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December we now eonvineed that the thing was 
dropped. AU that he had, ascertained was that Miss 
Marvell was in town, apparently recovered, and Mi psi 
Andrews with her. 

‘ Well — and were you pleased with your Eaid ? ’ 
he asked her, half mockingly, as he opened the gate 
of Monk Lawrence for her. 

She resented the question, and the tone ot it, 
remembering his first grandiloquent letter to her. 

‘ You ought to be,’ she said drily. ‘ It was the 
kind of thing you recommended.’ 

‘ In that letter I wrote you ! I ought to have 
apologised to you for that letter long ago. I am 
afraid it was an exercise. Ob, I felt it, I suppose, 
\vhen I wrote it.’ 

There was a touch of something insolent in his 
voice. 

She made no reply. If it had not been for the 
necessity which yoked them, she would not have spent 
another minute in his company, so repellent to her 
had he become — both in the inner and the outer 
man. She tried only to think of him as an ally in a 
desperate campaign. 

They liastened up the Monk Lawrence drive. The 
house stood still and peaceful in the February after- 
noon. The rooks from the rookery behind were swirl- 
ing about and over the roofa, filling the air with 
monotonous sound which oidy emphasised the silence 
below. , A sheet of snowdrops lay white in the court- 
yard, where a child’s go-eart, upset, held the very 
middle of the stately approach to the house. 

Delia went to the front door, and rang the bell— 
repeatedly. Not a sound,., except the dim echoes of 
the hell itself from some region far inside. 
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‘ Jso good r* ■said'.,Latlirop. ‘Now come to the 
back.’ They webt round to the low addition at the 
back of the house; where Daunt and his family had now 
li?ed for many months.. Here also there r/as nobody. 
The door was looked. The blinds were drawn down. 
Impossible to see into the rooms, and neither calling 
nor knocking produced any response. 

Lathrop stood thinking. 

‘ Absolutely against orders ! I know— for Daunt 
himself told me — ^that he had promised Lang never 
to leave the house without putting some deputy he 
could trust in charge. He has gone and left no deputy 
— or the deputy he did leave has deserted.’ , . 

‘ But where are the police ? ’ said Delia, be- 
wildered ; ‘ there’s always been one man here — some- 
times two.’ 

‘ I can explain that. You know the strike that 's 
going on at the Latchford brickfields ? There were 
some ugly doings yesterday — ^and I hear the rioting 
began again this morning. I expect to-day the Chief 
Constable ’s drawn in ail the local men he can, till ho 
gets help.’ 

Delia looked round her. 

‘ What ’s the nearest house — or cottage ? ’ 

‘ The Gardeners’ cottages, beyond the kitchen 
garden. Only one of them occupied now, I believe. 
Daunt used to live there before he moved into t]ie 
house. Let ’s go there ! ’ 

They ran on. ^he walled kitchen garden was 
looked, but they found a way round it to where tlnoe 
creeper-grown cottages stood in a pleasant lonely 
space girdled by beech- woods. One only was inhabited, 
but from that tho smoke ivas going up, and a babble 
of children’s voi^s emerged . ; 
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Lallirop knocked. There was a sudden sotin'd, 
and then a silence within. In a minute however the 
door was opened, and a strapping, black-eyed young 
wfimart stood on the threshold, looking both siilk3" and 
astonished. 

* Are you Daunt’s niece ? ’ said Lathrop. 

‘ I am, Sir. What do you w-ant with him ’? ’ 

‘ Yvhy isn’t he at Monk Lawrence ? ’ asked Latlu'op 
roughly. * He told me himself he was not to leave the 
house unguarded.’ 

‘ Well, Sir, I don’t knovr, I ’m sure, what, business 
it ii§ of yours ! ’ said the woman, flushing with anger. 

‘ He got bad news of his son, whose ship arrived at 
Portsmouth yesterday, and the young man said, to be 
dying, on board. So he went off this afternoon. I ’ve 
only left it lor ten minutes and I ’m going back directly. 
Mrs. Oresson here had asked the children to tea, and 
I brought them over. And I ’ll thank you, Sir, not 
to go spying on honest people ! ’ . 

And she would have slammed the door in his face, 
but that Delia came forward. 

‘We had no intention of spying upon you. Miss 
Daunt — ^indeed we hadn’t. But I am Miss Blanch- 
fiower, who came here before Christmas, with Mr. Win- 
nington, and I should have been glad to see Mr. Daunt 
and the children. LUy ! — don’t you remember me?’ 
—and she smiled at the crippled child— her blue-eyed 
little friend — whom she saw iff the background. 

But the child, who seemed -to have been crying 
violently, did not eoine forward. And the other two, 
who had their fingers in their mouths, were equally 
silent and shrinking. In the distance an old woman 
sat motionless in her chair by the fire, taking no 
notice apparently of what waygoing on. 
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The young wotaan; appeared for a moment Oonfused 
or exeited. 

‘Well, I’m sorry, Mss, but my uncle won’t be 
back till' after dark. And I wouldn’t advise you to 
come in. Miss,’ — ^she hurriedly drew the door close 
behind her — ' the doctor thinks two of the children 
have got whooping-cough — and I didn’t send them to 
school to-day.’ 

* Well, Just understand. Miss Daunt, if that ’s 
your name,’ said Lathrop, with emphasis — ‘ that till 
you return to the house, we shall stay there. We 
shall walk up and down there, till you come back. 
You know well enough there are people about, who 
would gladly do an injury to the house, and that it ’s 
not safe to leave it. Monk Lawrence is not Sir Wilfrid 
Lang’s property only. It belongs to the whole nation, 
and there are plenty of people that ’ll know the reason 
why, if any harm comes to it.’ 

‘ Oh, very well. Have it your own way, Sir I 
1 11 come — I ’ll come — ^fast enough,’ and the speaker, 
with a curious, half-mocking look at Latiu’op, flounced 
back into the cottage, and shut the door. They waited. 
There were sounds of lowered voices, and crying 
children. Then Miss Daunt emerged defiantly, and 
they all three walked back to Monk Lawrence, 

The keeper’s niece unlocked the door leading to 
Daunt’s rooms. But she stood sulkily, in the entry. 

‘ Now I hope you ’re satisfied, Sir. I don’t know, 

I ’m sure, why you should come meddling in other 
people’s aflairs. And I dare say you ’ll say .something 
against me to my uncle ! ’ 

‘ Well, anyway, you keep watch ! ’ was the stem 
reply. ‘ I take my rounds often this way, as your 
uncle knows. I dare say I shall be by here again 
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to-ciglat. Can the. cMldsen. , find their way homo 
alone ? ’ ' : . 

‘ Weil, they ’re not idiots, Sir ! Good night to you. 
I ’ve got to get supper.’ And brusquely shutting the 
door in their faces, she went inside. They perceived 
immediately afterwards that she had lit a light in the 
kitchen. 

‘ Well, so far, all right,’ said Lathrop, as he and 
Delia withdrew. ‘ But the whole thing ’s rather — 
queer. You Imow that old woman, Mr.s. Cresson, 
is not all there, and quite helpless.’ 

He pondered it as they walked back through the 
wood, his eyes on the ground. Delia shared., his 
undefined anxiety. She suggested that he should go 
back to the house in an hour or so, to see if Daunt 
had returned, and complain of his niece’s breach of 
rules. Lathi’op agreed. 

‘ How do we know who or what that gird is ? ’ — 
he said slowly — ‘ that she mayn’t have been got 
hold of ? ’ 

The same terror grew in Delia. She walked on 
beside Mm, absorbed in speculation and discussion, till, 
without noticing, she had reached the farther gate of 
the wood-walk. Outside the gate ran the Wanchester 
road, climbing the down, amid the woods. To reaclr 
the field path leading to the Abbey, Delia must 
cross it. . . 

She and Lathrop emerged from the wood still 
talking in low voices, and stood beside the gate. A' 
small oar, with one man driving it, was descending the 
long hill. But Delia had her back to it. : 

It bafue nearer. She turned, and saw Winnington 
approaching her— saw the look on his face. For a 
moment she wavered. Then with a bow and a hasty 
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‘ Good evening/ ,^e left Lathrop, and stepped into 
the road, holding up her hand to stop the oar. 

‘ How lucky ! ’ she said, clearly and gaily, — ‘ just 
as it ’s going to rain ! Will you take ine home ? ’ 

Winniirgton, without a word, made room for her 
beside him. The two men exchanged a Fliglst greet- 
ing — and the car passed. 

Lathrop walked quickly back in the direction uf 
Monk LawTenoe. His vanity was hugely pleased. 

‘ By George ! — ^that was one to me ! It ’s quite 
evident she hasn’t taken him into her confidence — 
doesn’t w^ant magistrates interfering — ^no doubt. And 
meanwhile she appeals to me — she depends on 7iie,. 
Whatever happens — she ’U have to be gratefrd to 
me. That fellow with his wry face can’t stop it. 
What a vision she made just now under the wood— - 
“ belle dame sans merci ! ” — hating my company — 
and yet compelled to it. It would make a sonnet, I 
think — I ’ll try it to-night.* 

Meanwhile in the dark corridors of Monk Law’rence 
a woman groping met another woman. The two dim 
figures exchanged some whispered words. Then one 
of them returned to the back regions. 

Lathrop, passing by, noticed smoke rising from 
the Daunts’ chimney, and was reassured. But in an 
hour or so he would return to look for Daunt himself. 

He had no sooner descended the hill to his own 
cottage, in the fast gathering dusk, than Eliza Daunt 
emerged. She left the light burning in the keeper's 
kitchen, and some cold supper on the table. Then, 
with a laugh which was half a sob of excitement, she 
ran down the path leading to the gainen cottages. , 

She %vas met by.^a clamour of rebellious ebildron. 
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as she opened Mrs. Cresson’s door. ‘ Where ’s Daddy, 
’Liza ?— where ’s Daddy ? Yvhy can ’fc we go liome'? 
We want our Daddy ! ’ 

‘ Hold your noise ! ’ said Eliza roughly — ‘ or it 'ii 
be the worse for you. Daddy won’t be home for a 
couple of hours yet, and I promised Fred Cresson 
I ’d get Mrs. Cresson’s tea for her. Lily, stop crying 
— and get the tray ! ’ 

The crippled child, red-eyed, unwillingly obej^ed. 
Keither she nor her sisters could understand why they 
had been brought over to tea with lirs. Cresson, of 
w'hose queer half-imbecile ways they Avere all terrified. 
Their father had gone off in a great hurry — because of 
the telegram which had come. And Fred had bicycled 
down to Latchford to see somebody about a gardener’s 
place, taking the dog with him. Now there was no 
one left but Eliza and kirs. Cresson — of whom, for 
different reasons, the three little girls were equally 
afraid. Lily’s heart especially was sore for her father. 
She knew very well they were all doing' what was 
forbidden. But she dared not complain. They had 
found Cousin ’Liza a hard woman. 


After Eliza Daunt had left Daunt’s kitchen, for 
the space of half an hour a deep and brooding quiet 
settled on Monk Lawrence. The old house held that 
in its womb which must soon crash to light ; but 
for this last brief space, all was peace. The twilight 
of a clear February evening mellowed the gi-ey walls 
and the moss-grown roofs ; the house spoke its last 
message — ^its murmured story, as . the long yoke- 
fellow of human life— to the tranquil air ; and the 
pigeons crooned about it, . little knowing. 

Presently from the same door which had seen 
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Eliza Daunt deparfcj a ■ voman cautiously emerged. 
She was in dark elotheSj closely veiled. With noiseless 
step, she passed round the back of the house, pausing 
a moment to look at the side door on the north side 
which had been lately ■ strengthened by Sir Wilfrid’s 
orders. Then she gained the shelter of the close- 
grown shrubbery, and turning round she stood a 
few seconds motionless, gazing at the house. In spite 
of her quiet movements, she was trembling from 
head to foot-— with excitement, not fear. 

‘ It ’s beautiful,’ she was saying to herself—' and 
precious — ^and I’ve destroyed it.’ Then — with a 
fierce leap in the blood — ‘ Beauty ! And what about 
the beaut}’' that men destroy ? Let them pay! ’ 

But as she stood there a sudden disabling storm 
of thought — misgiving — ^argument — ^s-wept through her 
brain. She seemed to hear on all sides voices in the 
air — the voices of friends and foes, of applause and 
execration— Delia’s voice among them ! And at the 
mere imagination of it, a shiver of anger ran through 
her. She thought of Delia now’, only as of one who 
had deserted and disobeyed. 

But ■with the illusion of the ear, there came also an 
illusion of vision. The months of her recent life rose 
before her, in one hurrjung spectacle of scenes and 
faces, and the spectacle aroused in her but one 
idea — one sickening impression— of crashing and 
superhuman effort. What labour !— what toil ! She 
shuddered under it. Then, suddenly, her mind ran 
back to the early years before, beyond the days of 
‘war ’—sordid, unceasing war— when there had been 
time to love, to weep, to pity, to enjoy; before wi-ath 
breeding wrath, and violence begetting violence, had 
driven out the. Spirits of Tenderness and Hope. She 
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seemed to see, to feel them-^t-he sad Exiles ! — ^fleeing 
along desert ways ; and her bitter heart cried out 
to them— for the only— the last time. For in the 
great names of Love and Justice, she had let Hate 
loose within her, and like the lion-cub nurtured in 
the house, it had grown to be the soul’s master and 
gaoler ; a ‘ doom ’ holding the citadels of life, and 
vrorking itself out to the appointed end. 

But the tumult in which she stood began to unneiwe 
her. By a last exercise of will she was able to pul! 
herself. together. : . t .. . ' ; S; 

: ; them, she-inade her 

way through the shrubbery paths ; round the walled 
garden, and behind the gardeners’ cottages. She 
heard the . children in Mrs. Cresson’s cottage as she 
passed, Lily still fretfully cr3dng, and the old woman’s 
voice scolding. Poor children ! — they would bo 
horribly frightened — but nothing worse. “ 

The thick overgrown wood of fir and beech behind 
the cottages received her, swallowed up the slight 
insignificant form. In the wood there was still light 
enough to let her grope her way along the path, till 
at the end, against an opening to the sky, she saw 
the outlines of a keeper’s hut. Then she knew that 
she was worn out, and must rest. She pushed the 
door ajar, and sat crouching on the threshold, while 
the schemes and plottings of the preceding weeks 
ran disjointedly through memory. 

Marion was safe by now— she had had an hour’s 
start. And Eliza too had gone. Nothing could 
better than the arrangements made for those two. 

But she herself was not going— not yet. Her 
limbs failed her ; and beyond the sheltering woods, she 
seemed to become electrically aware of hostile persons, 
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of aets drawn round- her,, cutting off escape. As to 
that, she felt the most; supreme indifference tt.) what 
might happen to her. .The indifference, indeetl, passed 
presently into a strange and stinging temptation to go 
back— back to the dark house ! — to see ’p.ith lior owss 
eyes what her hands had done. She resisted it witl: 
difficulty. . . . Suddenly, a sound from the distance — 
beyond the cottages — as of a slight explosion. She 
started, and throwing back her veil, she sat motionless 
in the doorway of the hut, her face making a dim wMte 
catch upon the darkness. 


GHIETEE XX 


‘ Take me home ! — ^take me home quick ! I want to 
talk to you. Not now — ^not here ! ’ 

The oar flew along. Mark barely looked at Delia. 
His face was set and pale. As for her, while they ran 
through the village and along the country road between 
it and Maumsey, her mind had time to adjust itself 
tovthat-: flashings res^^ vwhieh had ^broken ibwn a : 

hundred sorupies And swept Away; a hundr^ 
that moment on the hill when she bad met his eyes, and 
the look in them.;^;: ® 
assignation ; with that;man,oh'thev^ 

#hen; his; & watchfulness; left ; her; for' ah hour -i;; 
Noj it Opuld n^^ he shotild read her So ! 

She miistclear herself ! ’ And thpughtj ieapihg{beaooh- ; 
like from point to point, told her, at last, that for Ger- 
trude, too, she had chosen wrongly. Thank Heaven, 
there was still time ! What could a girl do, ail alone 
— ^groping in such a darkness ? Better after all lay 
the case before Mark’s judgment, Mark’s tenderness, 
and trust him with it all. Trust her own pov/er too— 
see what a girl could do with the man who loved her ! 

The car stopped at the Abbey door, and Winnington, 
still absolutely silent, helped her to alight. She led 
the way, past the drawng-room where Lady Tonbridge 
sat rather anxiously expecting her, to that bare room 
on the ground floor, the little gun room, which Gertrude 
Marvell had made her ofSoe, and where many signs of 
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her occupation still remained — a calendar on the wall 
marWng the ‘ glorious ’ dates of the League— a flash- 
light photograph of the first raid on Parliament some 
years before — faded badge, and scattered piles of 
newspapers. A couple of deal tables and two chairs 
were all the furniture the room contained, in addition 
to the cupboards, painted in stone-colour, which 
covered the walls. 

Delia closed the door, and threw off her furs. 
Then, with a gesture of complete abandonment, she 
went up to Winnington, holding out her hands — 

‘ Oh, Mark, Mark, I want you to help me ! ’ 

He took her hands, but without pressing them. His 
face, frowning and flushed, with a little quivering of 
the nostrils, began to terrify her — 

‘Oh, Mark, — dear Mr. Mark — I went to see Mr. 
Lathrop — ’because — because I was in great trouble — 
and I thought he could help me.’ 

He dropped the hands. 

' You went to Mm — ^instead of to me ! How long 
have you been with him ? Did you write to him to 
arrange it ? ’ 

‘ No, no— we met by accident. Mark, it ’s not 
myself — ^it ’s a fear I have — a dreadful, dreadful fear ! ’ 

She came close to him, piteously, just murmuring — 

* It ’s Monk Lawrence ! — and Gertrude ! ’ 

He started, and looked at her keenly — 

‘ You know something I don’t know ? ’ 

* Oh yes, I do, I do ! ’ she said, wringing her hands. 

‘ 1 ought to have told you long ago. But I ’ve been 
afraid of what you might do— I ’ve been afraid for 
Gertrude. Can’t you see, Mark ? I ’ve been trjdng to 
imke Mr. Lathrop keep watch— enquire— so that they 
wouldn’t dare. I ’ve told Gertrude that I know'— I ’ve 
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written to people — I ’ve done all I could. And this 
afternoon I felt I must go there and see for myself, -what 
precautions had been taken — and I met Mr. Latlsrop — ’ 

She gave a rapid account of their visit to the 
house,— of its complete desertion — of the strange 
behaviour of the niece— and of the growing alarm in 
her own mind. . 

‘ There ’s something — ^there ’s some plot. Perhaps 
that woman ’s in it. Perhaps Gertrude ’s got hold 
of her — or Miss Andrews. Anyway, if that house can 
be left quite alone — ever^ — ^they ’ll get at it — ^that I ’m 
sine of. Why did she take the children away? 
Wasn’t that strange ? ’ ' 

Then she put her hands on the heart that fluttered 
so — and tried to smile — 

‘ But of course till the Bill ’s actually thrown out, 
there can be no danger, can there ? There can't be 
any 1 ’ she repeated, as though appealing to him to 
reassure her. 

‘ The Bill is certain to be thrown out,’ he said 
gravely. ‘ But I don’t understand yet. Why do you 
suspect Miss Marvell, or a plot at all ? There was no 
such idea in your mind when we went over the house 
together ? ’ 

‘ No, none ! — or at least not seriously — there was 
nothing, really, to go on’ — she assm-ed him eagerly. 
‘ But just after — you remember Mr. Lathrop’s coming 
— ^that day ? — ^when you scolded me ? ’ 

He could not help smiling a little — ^rather bitterly. 

‘ I remember you said you couldn’t explain. Of 
course I thought it was something connected with 
Miss Marvell, or your Society— but— — ’ 

‘I’m going to explain ’—she sa,id, trying hard for 
composure. ‘ I 'm going to tell it aU in order.’ 
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And sitting 'down, her head resting on her liand, 
with Winnington ' standing before her, she told the 
whole story of the preceding weeks — the aitemafions 
of fear and relief— Lathrop’s suspicions — Gertrude’s 
denials— the last interview between them. 

As for the man looking down upon her beautifn! 
bowed head, his heart melted within him as he listened. 
The sting reimained that she shoold have asked anyone 
else than he to help her — above all that she should have 
humbled herself to ask it of such a man as Lathrop. 
Anxiety remained, for Monk Lawirence itself, and still 
more for what might be said of her complicity. But 
all that was further' implied in her confession, her 
drooping sweetness, her passionate appeal to Mm — 
the beauty of her true character, its innocence, its 
faith, its loyalty — began to flood him with a feeling 
that presently burst its bounds. 

She wound up with most touching entreaties to 
him, to save and shield her friend — to go himself to 
Gertrude and warn her— to go to the police — without 
disclosing names, of course — ^aiid insist that the house 
should be constantly patrolled. 

He scarcely heard a word of this. When she 
paused — there was silence a moment. Then she heart! 
her name — very low — 

‘ Delia ! ’ 

She looked up, and with a long breath she rose, as 
though drawn invisibly. He held out his arms, and 
she threw hers round his neck, hiding her face agaijist 
the life that beat for her. 

, ■“ Oh, forgive me ! ’—she murmured, after . a' little, 
childishly pressing her lips to his— ‘ forgive me— for 
everytliing ! ’ . . , . , ' , 

The tears were in his eyes. ' 
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‘ You ’ve gone through aU this !— alone ! ’ he saiS 
to her, as he bent over her. ‘ But never again, Delia 
— never ag<ain ! ’ ^ ■ 

She was. the first to release herself— putting' tear's 

a'vay. ' ' ■ o 

‘ Now then— what can we do ? ’ 

He resumed at once his ordinary manner and voice. 

"W e can do a great deal. I have the car here. 
I shall go straight back to Monk Lawrence, and see 
Daunt, to-night. That woman’s behaviour must be 
reported— and explained. An hour— an hour and a 
hall ?— since you were there ? ’—he took out his watch 
— ‘ He ’s probably home by now— it ’s quite dark— 
he ’d scarcely risk being away after dark. Dearest, 
go and rest ! — I shall come back, later — after dinner. 
Put it oat of your mind.’ 

She went towards the hall with him hand in hand. 
Suddenly there was a confused sound of shouting 
outside. Lady Tonbridge opened the. drawing-room 
door with a seared face — 

' What is it ? Thera are people running u]) the 
drive. They ’re shouting something ! ’ 

, Winniiigton rushed to the front door, Delia with 
liim. With Ms first glance at the hili-side, he under- 
stood the mearsing of the cries — of the crown! 
approaching. 

* Sly God ! — too Me / ’ . 

For high on that wooded slope a blaze was spreading 
to the skies — a blaze that grew with every second- 
illuminating with its flare the, woods around it, the 
chimneys of the old house, the quiet stretches of the 
hill. ■ . ' - ■ .V ' . , 

. ‘ Monk Lawrence is . afire, Muster. Winnington, ! ’ 
panted , ono of Winnington’s own labourers wiio had 
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outrstripped tbe rest. They ’re asking for you io 
come ! Iliey ’^e telephoned ■ to Latchford for the 
engines, and to Brownmonth and Wanchester too. 
They say it ’s burning like tow — there must be petrel 
in it, or summat. It ’s the women, they say I — spite 
of Mr. Daunt and the perlice ! ’ 

Then he noticed Delia standing beside Winnington 
on the steps, and held liis tongue, scowling. 

Winnington’s car was still standing at the steps. 
He set it going in a moment. 

‘ My cloak ! ’ said Delia, looking round her— And 
tell them to bring the oar ! ’ 

‘ Delia, you ’re not going ? ’ cried Madeleine, 
throv.ing a restraining arm about her. 

' But of course lam!’ said the gW amazed. ‘ Not 
with him — because I should be in his way.’ 

Various persons ran to do her bidding. Wimiingfcon 
already in his place, with a labourer beside him, and 
two more in the seat behind him, beckoned to her. 

‘ Why should you come, dearest ? It will only 
break your heart. We ’ll do all that can be done, 
and I ’ll send back messages.’ 

She shook her head. 

‘ I shall come ! But don’t think of me. I won’t 
run any risks.’ 

There was no time to argue with her. The little 
car sped away, and with it the niisoellaneous crowd 
who had rushed to find Winnington, .as the natural 
head of the Maumsey community, and the only 
magistrate witWn reach. 

Delia and Madeleine were left standing on the stops, 
amid a group of frightened and chattering servants — 
gazing in despairing, rage at the 'ever-spreading horror 
on the slope of the do^, at the sudden leaps of flame, 
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the vast showers of sparks drifting over the woods, 
the red glare on the low-hanging clouds. Ihe garnered 
beaut3r of four centuries, one of England’s noblest heu- 
loorns, was going down in ruin, at the bidding of a 
handful of women, hurling themselves in disappointed 
fuiy on a community that would not give them their 
way. 

Siiarp-toothed remorse had hold on Delia. If 
she had only gone to Winnington earlier ! * My fault ! 
— my fault ! ’ 

When the car came quickly round, she and Lady 
Tonbridge got into it. As they rushed through the 
roads, lit on their way by that blaze in the heart of the 
hills, of which the roaring began to reach their ears, 
Delia sat speechless and death-like, reconstructing the 
past days and hours. Not yet two hours since she 
had left the house — left it untouched. At that very 
moment, Gertrude or Gertrude’s agents must have 
been within it. The ■whole thing had been a plot — the 
children taken away — ^the house left deserted. Very 
likely Daunt’s summons to his dying son had been also 
part of it. And as to the niece — ^what more probable 
than that Gertrude had laid hands on her months 
before, guided perhaps by the local knowledge of 
Marion Andrews, — and had placed her as spy and agent 
in the doomed house till the time should be ripe? 
The blind and fanatical devotion which Gertrude was 
able to excite, when she set herself to it, was only too 
well kno'wn to Delia. 

Where was Gertrude herself ? For Delia was certain 
that she had not merely done this act by deputy. 

In the ■village, every person who had not gone rush- 
ing up the hill was standing at the doors, pale and terror- 
stricken, watching the glare overhead. The blinds of 
, ' 'SB 
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Miss Toogood’s little house were drawn close. And as 
Delia passed, angry, looks and mirtterings pursued her. 

The ear mounted the hill. Suddenly a huge noise 
and hooting behind them. They drew into the hedge, 
to let the Latchford fire-engine thunder past, a fiiie 
new motor engine, just purchased and equipped. 

‘ There’ll be three or four more directly, Misa ’ — 
shouted one of her own garden lads, mounting on the 
step of the car. . ‘ But they say there ’s no hope. It 
was fired in three places, and there was petrol used.’ 

At the gate, the police — ^looking askance especially 
at Miss Blanchflower — ^would have turned them back. 
But Delia asked for Winnington, and they were at last 
admitted into the circle outside the courtyard, wiiere, 
beyond reach of the sparks and falling fragments, 
the crowd of spectators was gathered. People made 
way for her, but Lady Tonbridge noticed that nobody 
spoke to her, though as soon as she appeared all the 
angry or excited attention that the crowd could spare 
from the fire was given to her. Delia was not aware 
of it. She stood, with Susy Amberlcy beside her. a 
little in front of the crowd, her veil thrown back, her 
hands clasped in front of her, an image of rapt despair; 
Her face, like all the faces in the crowd, was made lurid 
— ^fantastic — by the glare of the flames; and every 
now and then, as though unconsciously, she brushed 
away the mist of tears from her eyes. 

‘ Aye, she ’s sorry now 1 ’—said a stout farmer, 
bitterly, to Ms neighbour — ‘ now that she ’s led them 
as is even younger than herself into trouble. My 
girl ’s in prison aU along of her — and that woman as 
they do say is at the bottom of this business.’ 

The speaker was Kitty Foster’s father. Kitty had 
just been sentenced to six months’ imprisonment for 
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the burning .of a cricket pavilion in the Midlands, and 
her relations were sitting in shame and grief for her. 

‘ Whoever ’tis as did it 'uU have a job to get 
away ’ — said the man he addressed. ‘ They ’vo got 
a lot o’ police out. Where ’s ’Liza Daimt, I say ? 
They ’re searohmg for her everywhere. Daunt’s just 
come upon the engine from Latehford — saw the fire 
from the train. He says he ’s been tricked — a put-up 
job, he says. There wasn’t nothing wrong v.dth his 
son, he says, when he got to Portsmouth. If they 
do catch ’em, the police wdll have to guard ’em safe. 
It won’t do to let the crowd get at ’em. They ’re 
fair mad. Oh Lord !— it ’s caught another roof ! ’ 

And a gi'oan rose from the fast-tliickening multi- 
tude, as another w'all fell amid a shower of sparks 
and ashes, and the flames, licking up and up, caught 
the high-pitched roof of the Great Hall, and fan along 
the stone letters of the parapet, which spelt out the 
motto — ‘ Except the Lord build the house,, they 
labour in vain that build it.’ The fantastic letters 
themselves, which had been lifted to their places 
before the death of Shakespeare, seemed to dance in 
the flame like living and tormented things. 

Meanwhile in the courtyard, and on the side 
lawns, scores of persons were busy removing furniture, 
pictures and tapestries. Winnington was leadmg and 
organising the rescue parties, now inside, now outside 
the house. And near him, under his orders, worked 
Paul Lathrop, in his shirt sleeves, superhumanly 
active and superhumanly strong— grinding his teeth 
with rage sometimes, as the fire defeated one effort 
after another to check it. Daunt also was there, 
pouring out incoherent confidences to the police, and 
distracted by the growing ceiiainty that his niece 

2ii2 . 
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had been one of the chief authors of the plot. His 
children naturally had been his first thought. But 
the Eector, who had just been round to enquire for 
them at Mrs. Oresson’s cottage, came back breathless, 
shouting ‘ All safe ! ’ — and Daunt rushed off to help the 
firemen ; while Amberley reported to Susy the pitiable 
misery of Lily, the little cripple, who had been shrieking 
for her father in wild outbursts of crying, refusing to 
believe that he was not in the fire. Susy, who loved 
the child, would have gladly gone to find her, and 
take her home to the Eectory for the night. But, 
impossible to leave her post at Delia’s side, and this 
blazing spectacle that held the darkness ! Two 
village women, said the Eector, were in charge of 
the children. 

‘ No chance ! ’ said Lathrop bitterly, pausing for 
a moment beside Whmington, while they both took 
breath — the sweat pouring from their smoke-blackened 
faces. 

‘ If one could get to the top of that window with 
the big hose — one could reach the roof better ’-—panted 
Winnington, pointing to the still intact double oriel 
which ran up through two stories of the building, 
to the east of the doorway. 

‘I see ! ’ Lathrop dashed away. And in a few 
seconds he and a fireman could be seen climbing from 
a ladder upon a ledge, a carved string-course, which 
connected the eastern and western oriels above tlie 
main doorway. They crawled along the ledge like 
flies, clinging to every projection, every stem of ivy, 
the fireman dragging the hose. 

The crowd watched, all eyes. Winnington, after 
a rapid look or two, turned aw'ay with the thougiit— 
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® That fellow’s done some- roek-elimbrng in Ms 
day ! * 

Bnt 'against such ' a .'dooin as had now gripped 
Monk Lawrence, nothing availed. Lathrop and his 
companion had barely " scaled the parapet of the 
wrindow when a huge central crash sent its resounding 
din circling round the leafless woods, and the two 
climbing figures disappeared from view amid a fresh 
rush of smoke and flame. 

The great western chimney-stack had fallen. 
When the cloud, of smoke drifted away, a gaping 
cavity of fire v/as seen just behind the two men ; it 
could only be a matter of minutes before the wall 
and roof immediately behind them came down upon 
them. The firemen shouted to them from below^ 
A longer ladder was brought and run up to within 
ten feet of them. Lathrop climbed down to it, 
over the scorched face of the oriel, his life in jeopardy 
at every step. Then steadying himself on the ladder 
— and grasping a projection in the w-ali, he called to the 
man above, to drop upon his shoulders. It was done, 
by a miracle — and both holding on, the man above by 
the projections of the wall and Lathrop by the ladder, 
descended, till the two were within reach of safety. 

A thin roar of cheers rose from the environing 
throng, scarcely audible amid the greater roar of the 
flames. Lathrop, wearied,, depressed, with bleeding 
hands, came back to Winnington’s side. Wilmington 
looked round. For the. first time Lathrop saw through 
Mark’s grey eyes the generous heart wdthin— unveiled. 

' Splendid ! Are you hurt ? ’ 

* Only scorched and seratehed.. Give me another 
Job!’ ' 



And theuceforward the two worked side by side, 
like brothers, in the desperate attempt to save at 
least the Great Hall, and the beautiful rooms adjoin- 
ing : the Porch Boom, with its Chatham memorials ; 
the Library too, with its stores of seventeenth-century 
books, its busts, and its portraits. But the flaiues 
rushed on and on, with a fiendish and astounding 
rapidity. Fragments of news ran back to the on- 
lookers. The main staircase had been steeped in 
petrol— and sacks full of shavings had been stored 
in the panelled spaces underneath it. Fire-lighters 
heaped together had been found in the Bod Parlour-- 
to be dragged out by the firemen— but again too late ! — 
for the fire was aheady gnawing at the room, like a 
wild prowling beast. A back staircase too had been 
kindled with paraffin — ^the smell of it was everywhere. 
And til us urged, a very demon of fire seemed to hax o 
seized on the beautiful place. There w'as a will and 
a passion of destruction in the flames that could not 
be withstood. As the diamond-paned window's fell 
into nothingness, the rooms behind shewed for a brief 
space : carved roofs and traceried waills, gleaming 
for a last moment, before Time knew them no more, 
and all that remained of them was the last vision of 
their antique beauty, stamped on the aching momories 
of those who watched. 

‘ Why did you let her come f ’ said France 
x'ehemently in Lady Tonbridge’s ear, with his eyes 
on Delia. ‘ It ’s enough to kill her! She must know 
who ’s done it ! ’ 

Lady Tonbridge shook her head despairingly, and 
both gazed, without daring to speak to her, on the 
girl beside them. Madeleine had taken one cold hand ; 
Susy Amberley had the other. Prance was turn wiili 
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pity for her — but what comfort was there to giye 9 
Her tears bad dried. But, there was something now 
in her uncontrollable restlessness as she began to move 
ghost-like along the front of the spectators, pressing 
as near to the house as the police would permit, 
scanning every patch of light or shadow, which sug- 
gested to those who followed her, possession by some 
torturing fear — some terror of worse still to come. 

Meanwhile the police were thinking not only of the 
house, but still more of its destroyers. They had a large 
number of men on the spot, a/nd a quick-witted inspector 
in charge. It was evident from many traces that the 
incendiaries had left the place only a very short time 
before the outbreak, of the fire ; they could not be 
far aw'ay. Scouts were Bung out on all the roads ; 
search parties were in all the woods ; every railway 
station had been warned. , 

On the northern side, the famous Loggia, built by 
an Italianate owner of the house, in the first half of the 
sixteenth century — a double series of open arches, with 
twisted marble pillars— ran along a portion of the 
house. It was approached from the eastern terrace by 
a beautiful staircase, with rich terra-cotta balustrading, 
and a similar staircase gave access to it from the garden 
to the west. The fight for the Great Hall, which the 
Loggia adjoined, was being followed with agonised 
anxiety by the crowds. The Bed Parlour, with all its 
carvings and mouldings, had gone ; the Porch Boom was 
a tenace of fire, with black spars and beams hanging in 
ragged ruin across it. The Great Hall seemed already 
tottering, and in its fall the Loggia too must go. 

Then, as every eye hur^ upon the work of the 
firemen and the play of the, water, into the still empty 
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space of the Loggia,, and iUumined by the glare of the 
flames, there emerged with quiet step the figure of a 
woman. She came forward : she stood with crossed 
arms looking at the crowd. And at the same moment, 
behind her, mounting from the further staircase, 
there appeared the form of a child, a little fair-haked 
girl, hobbling on a crutch, in desperate haste, and 
wailing — ‘ Father ! ’ 

Delia saw them, and with one wild movement she 
was through the cordon of police, and running for the 
house. 

Winnington, at the head of his salvage corps, 
perceived her, and ran too. 

‘ Delia ! — go back ! — go back ! ’ 

‘ Gertrude ! ’ she said, gasping — ^and pointed to 
the Loggia. And he had hardly looked where all the 
world was looking, when a part of the roof of the Hal! 
at the back fell suddenly outwards and northwards, 
in a blaze of flame. Charred rafters stood out, hanging 
in mid air, and the flames leapt on triumphant. At 
the same moment, evidently startled by some sound 
behind her, the woman turned, and saw what the crowd 
saw~the chiU, limping on its crutch, coming tow'ai ds 
her, calling incoherently. 

Her own cry rang out, as she ran to'ward.s tlie 
cripple, waving her back. And as she did so, came 
another thundering fall, another upward rush of 
flame, as a fresh portion of the roof fell ea.stwards, 
covering the Loggia and blotting out the figures of 
both woman and child. 

With difficulty the police kept back the mad rush 
of the crowd. The firemen swarmed to the spot. 

But the child was buried deep under flaming min, 
where her father. Daunt,, who had rushod to save her. 
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was only restrained by main force from plmiging after 
her, to his death. . The woman they brought out- 
alive. Prance, Delia and Winnington were beside her. 

‘ Stand back ! ’ shouted the mild old Eector— trans- 
formed into a prophet-figure, his white hair streaming 
— as the multitude swayed against the cordon of 
police. ‘ Stand back ! all of you— and pray— for this 
woman ! ’ 

In a dead silence, men, shivering, took off their 
hats, and women sobbed. 

* Gertrude ! ’ Delia called, in her anguish, as she 
knelt beside the charred frame, over which France, 
who was kneeling on the other side, had thrown his 
coat. 

The dark eyes opened in the blackened face, the 
scorched lips unlocked. A shudder ran through the 
dying form. 

‘ The cliild ! — the child ! ’ 

And with that cry to heaven— that protesting cry 
of an amazed and conquered soul — Gertrude Marvell 
passed away. 

4 !- 

Thus ended the First Act of Delia’s life. When 
three weeks later — after a marriage at winch no one 
was present except the persons to be married. Lady 
Tonbridge, and Dr. France — ^Winnington took his wife 
far from these scenes to lands of summer and of rest, 
he carried with him a Delia ineffaceably marked by 
this tragedy of her youth. Children, as they come, 
will some time re-kindle the natural joy in a face 
BO lovely. And till that time arrives Winnington’s 
tenderness will be the master-light of all her day. 
But there are sounds once heard that live for ever in 
the mind. And in Delia’s, there -will reverberate till 
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death that wail of a fierce and childless woman— that 
last cry of nature in one who had defied Niiture — of 
womanhood in one who had renounced the ■ways 
of womanhood : ike child! — the child! ’ 

Not long after the destruction of Monk Lawrence 
and the marriage of Delia, Paul Lathrop left the 
Maumsey neighbourhood. His debts had been paid 
by some unknown Mend or Mends, and he fell back 
into London literary life, where he maintained a 
precarious but — ^to himself — ^not unpleasant existence. 

Mias Jackson, the science mistress, went to Van- 
couver, married the owner of a lumber camp, and 
'so tamed her soul. Miss Toogood lived on, rarely 
employed, and seldom going outside the tiny back 
parlom*, vdth its pictures of Winchester and Mr. Keblo. 
But Lady Tonbridge and Delia do their best to lighten 
the mild melancholy which grows upon her with 
age ; and a little red-haired niece, who came to live 
with her, keeps her old aunt’s nerves alive and alert 
by various harmless vices — among them an incor- 
rigible interest in the Maumsey and Latebford youth. 
Marion Andrews and Eliza Daunt disappeared to- 
gether. They were not captured on that terrible 
night when Gertrude Marvell, convinced, finally, that 
she could not escape, and indeed not earing to escape, 
came back to look on the ruin she had so long and 
carefully prepared, and perished in the heart of it— not 
alone— but in one death with the little heartbroken 
child, who, slipping away from companions too pas- 
sionately absorbed in the spectacle of the fire to notice 
the loosening of the little hand, had ran to find her 
father — and her fate. 

But such desperate happenings as the destruction 
of Monk Lawrence, to whatever particular calamities 




thej may leacl^ are but a backward ripple on the vast 
aud ceaseless tide of liunmn' efforts towards a new ariri 
nobler order. Delia must stiff wrestle all her life with 
the ro-eaning of that imperious call to w^omea which 
this century has sounded ; and of those further stages., 
upwards and oiwards, to which the human spiiit^ in 
Man or Woman, is perennially urged by the re¥ealing 
forces that breathe through human destiny. Two 
days after the death of Gertrude Maryell, the^ imiaediate, 
■'cause on which she and dier fellows had 'wrougM:.:.siieh 
havoc -went down in Parliament to long and bitter 
:ecMpsev: :: ' But; ^ end is noi yet. ' And' for that riddle, 
of a changing time, to which Gertrude and her feilow'S 
gave the ansiver of a futile violence, genei-ations more 
patient, and more wise will yet find the fitting key. ■ 





WARD, LOCE ^-CO^’S NEW FICTION. 


■ THE HOLY FLOWER. 

^ With if) Illustrations by Maurice Greiffenhagem. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6/- 

. .''"‘/Alaii Qiiaterm ” was.one'of ilie, most siiGcessfii! novels' 
of modexsi .times, and Sir H, Rider Haggard's tittiiar hero' oi 
' that story , re-appears in this, splendid new: .novel,.; Many:; "of 
the author's admirers who read the story while it was appeaxing 
seriall}’' in The Windsor Magazine have written to say they 
.consider it iar and. away ‘Sir H* 'Rider Haggard's .bestfstoiy?'; 
an opinion the Publishers heartily endorse. 


A LOVERS’ TALE. 

By MAURICE HEWLETT. 

^Illustrations' by/MAURic^^ 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6/- 

In this fascinating new romance, Mr. Maurice Hewlett 
returns to the manner of his earlier romances ” The Forest 
Lovers," “ Richard Yea-and-Nay," and other books which 
won him a unique place in English letters, and now rank 
as classics of our imaginative literature. 

" A Lovers' Tale " is in every way comparable to his master- 
■■.piece'."" The.'.Fore.st.. Lo.vers."\ ■ - 

THE INTRUDER. 

By HAROLD BINDLOSS. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6/- 

Mr. Harold Bindioss's fine ' Canadian novels are eagerly^ 
looked for now, and Ms vast' circle of admirers will be elated 
with '' The Intruder." The author's fine breezy style, plentiful: 
adventures, and clean, manly characters,, are much in evidence' 
in this story of po’werfui'-plot and by-plot. 


WARD, LOCH H CO.’S NEW FICTION. 


NESBIT’S COMPACT. 

By PAUL TRENT. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6/- 

Mr, Pau! Trent’s powerfui stones are everywhere likea for 
their emotional and human interest. In “ Nesbit's Compact ** 
he has produced a story containing more plot and incident 
than is usually found in his pages. 

Ill order to earn the money to free Ms prospective father-in - 
lawTrom. a charge of embesiziement, and to release the girl of 
his heart from an undertaking to marry her father's persecutor, 
the hero elects to bear the onus of a gxeat financial fraud. 
What transpired, and tlie toils and tribulations they one and 
all had to undergo before smooth water was reached, make 
one of the most engrossing and original stories of the year* 


THE WHITE HORSES. 

By HALLITOLL SUTCLIFFE. 

With 12 Illustrations by A. J. Gough. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, ^1- 

This' ;i0 'another, ' ‘t : Romance ' of 'High Adventure, "'Waiter' the 
manner of The Open Road.'' Full of vigour, incident, 
exciting adventure and told in a brisk, yet picturesque, style, 
it;ls:hruly;:fascinating. ' 


THE BLIND SPOT. 

By JUSTUS MILES FORMAN. 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 6/- 

One instinctively associates Mr. Forman's name 
romances of chivalry of the brave days of old. The Blind 
Spot'' is«a novel ^ of to-day, yet it concerns a question ol 
chivalry, and to it Mr. Foiman has imparted ail Ms oIcT 
time flavour. '*The Blind Spot" will hold the rcacicr 
enthralled from beginning to end. 


WAHB, LeCE m C©«*S MEW FICTIOff. 


GERTRUDE PAGE 

THE PATHWAY. 6s. 

“ The Pathway is a traly great new story by Gertrude Page, vAose 
^ novels of Rhodesian life have- been aa almost phenomenal success; ^ ' This ' 
latest novel will more than fulfil the expectations of the public which 
has been enthusiastic over “ The Silent Rancher,” “ The Edge o’ 
Bej^ond,” and the author’s other vivid tales of Empire In the making. 

HALLIWELL SUTCLIFFE 

THE OPEN ROAD. 6 s. 

.,Daii.y Mail.--* A free,, clean breeze from the moors,. A tale that sets 
you .tingling and leaves you quickened and strengthened to fare the grey 
,ever3?ciay of, life,” . 

STANLEY WEYMAN 

MY LADY ROTHA. 65 ., and 25. net. A Romance of the 
Thirty Years' War. 

The Saturday Review. — “ No one who begins will lay it down before 
the end, it is so extremely well carried on from adventure to adventure,” 

EDEN PHILLPOTTS 

THE LOVERS. 6 s., and 2S. net. 

A brilliant tale of love and adventure. A true Phillpotts in every 
respect, and should rank high among his works. 

THE MOTHER. 6s., jd. net, and 6d, 

The Daily Telegraph. — “ This is Mr. Phillpotts’ best book. What- 
ever may be the value of some fiction, it will do every man and w-oman 
good to read this book. Its perusal should leave the reader in a higher 
air.” 

THE MASTER OF MERRIPIT. 6s. 

Is a Dartmoor story in every way equal to ” The Mother,” and has the 
same qualities which made that novel a masterpiece. 

H, RIDER HAGGARD 

AYESHA. 6 s.. 2S. net, and 6d. 

T¥Z Court Journal.— ” A stupendous effort of imagination, and 
pro\ddes a narrative as enthralling and as realistic as anything B'lr, 
Haggard has written.” 

A. E. W. MASON 

LAWRENCE CLAVERING. 6 s., and 2s. net. 

A remarkably powerM and stirring Usforical romance, full of life and , 

movement, ' ■ ; 

3 ■ 


WARD, LOCK BL CO.’S NEW FICTION, 


S, R, CROCKETT 

fOAN OF THE SWORD HAND. ' 6s. 

” The Daily Mail.— “ A triumph of cheery, resolute iiarratifj'ji. llie 
story goes along like a wave, and the reader with it,’* 

STRONG MAC. 65 ., and 6d. 

The Morning Post. — S o vividly is the story told iliat it oilco leans 
like a naixative of things that have actually happened,” 

LITTLE ESSON. 65 ,, and 6d. 

The Scarborough Post. — “ One of the most popular of Ui, Crricuett’? 
books since * Lilac Sunbonnet.’ ” 

MAX PEMBERTON 

PRO PATRIA, 6s., is. net, jd. net, and 6d. 

The Liverpool Mercury. — A fine and distinguished piece of iinagina" 
tive writing; one that should shed a new lustre upon the clever aiithnr 
of * Kronstadt.* ” 

CHRISTINE OF THE HILLS. 6s. 

The Daily Mail. — “Assuredly he has never written anything more 
fresh, more simple, more alluring, or more artistically perfect.” 

THE GOLD WOLF. 6s., is. net, 7 ^* net, and 6i. 
Illustrated London News. — “ From the beginning Mr. Pembcrimi 
weaves his romance with such skill that the tangled skein remains for 
long unravelled.” 

THE LODESTAR. 6s., ^d. net, and 6d. 

The Standard.— “ It impresses us as an exceedingly poignant and 
effective story, t.me to real life. Written with cleverness and climin.” 

WHITE WALLS. 6s., and 2 s. net. 

The Lady. — “A melodrama cleverly imagined, written in the aurhorh^ 
happiest and most spirited stjde, and well illustrated by Maurice Greii;ej> 
hagen.” 

LEILA AND HER LOVER. 6s. 

Shows the author in his most romantic and emotional manner. 

PAUL TRENT 

THE FOUNDLING. 6s., and 2s. net. 

Daily Graphic. — “The character of Strand Is an excellent siudv, 
cleverly and strongly drawn, and the book is a very interesting and 
readable work.” 

THE SECOND CHANCE. 6s. 

< Mr. Paul Trent’s stories, “ The Vow ” and “ The P'ornidlmg ” w"ere power* 
ful tales with a motive, “The Second Chance,” as Its title indicates, h 
of the same school. 

MAX LOGAN, 6s, ” ' ' 

Readers always expect a powerful story from the author of “ The VVjw.” 
and “ Max Logan ” is the best he has lyritten. 


4 - 



L OCE a? CO.’ S MEW FICXION. 


HAROLD BINBLOSS 

THE TBIJSTEE. -65., and 25 . net. 

PuNc-H.— “ Mr. Bindioss is an author who can deftly me seri$afJo:riali"in,\ 
to Ills purpose without forcing it for mere effect, and who can also depict 
the character of a strong man as honest as determined in lo%‘€ ahIIi a 
sweet woiriaii. . .He tells a-story with rare skU!.*’ 

THE PIONEER, 6s. 

^ Acades! Y.-- ■“ His , novels are terse, . : powerful, yet . graceful, . showing' 

, i.rit;Hiiate kiiowledge and acute 'observation, never ovenvelghted witlr. 
..' ■.,desG,Fipt.ioti:, yet containing many delightful pictures..’’ 

THE PROTECTOR. 6s., 2 s. net, and is.' net. 

.■:Mornin.g Post. — Mr. Bindioss is always a sure fmd for a gocHi.s.tory'^. 
and in this one he has, if possible, excelled himself.” 

THE LIBERATIONISM 6s., and 6cl 

Mo'Rnino Leader. — This is the author’s best novel, and is one which 
no lover of healthy excitement ought to miss.”, 

HAWTREY^S DEPUTY- 6s., 2 s. net, and 6d, ' / , ^ , ' 

" The 'Western Baii.y Mercury. — ‘‘The whole story is told with the 
most' spontaneous verve, and is tinged with a delightful element of 
romance.” 

THE IMPOSTOR. 65 ., yd. net, and 6d. 

Tbs Queen.— Mr. Bindioss writes books which are always good to 
read. His writing is uniformly good, and his books are ‘always sane, 
intensely intgresting, and dealing with subjects that cannot lull to 
coacem a wide public,” 

THE WASTREL. 6^. 

The Ttmes,— “ Mr. Bind!oss*s books are unchangeably true to tyf-'e 
and in the distracting medley of modern fiction they calm and regulate 
the I'liiod.” ,, - ' ' . 

THE ALLINSON HONOUR. 6s. 

The Sportsman.— ” The simpHcity and -force of the language, and the 
abiding air of -reality about .the several adventures, make it hard to 
put down before it has been gone’ through to the last page.” 

BLAKET5 BURDEN. As. ’ 

A story of brisk, unfiagging, interest and adventure. 


WARD, LOCK & CO.’S NEW FICTION. 


JOSEPH HOCKING 

THE PRINCE OF THIS WORLD. 35. 6i., and 6i. 

The Financial Times.— * A strong knowledge of human nature, for 
%vhich Mr. Hocking is famous, is well portrayed in the pages of this novel, 
and this, in conjunction with the interesting nature of the plot, renders 
it paiticulariy successful. The book will be appreciated by novel 
readers.’* 

ROGER TREWINION. 3 ^^ 25 . net, and 6d. 

T. P.’s Weekly. — ** It is a foregone conclusion that Mr. Hocking will 
always ha^’'e a good story to tell. * Roger Trewinion * can stand forth 
with "the best, a strong love interest, plenty of adventure, an atmosphere 
of superstition, and Cornwall as the scene.” 

THE COMING OF THE KING. 35. 6d. 

The Glasgow Herald. — “ Mr. Hocking’s imagination is fertile, mid 
his skill in the arrangexnent of incident far above the average, and there 
is an air of reality in all his writing which is peculiarly charming,” 

ESAU. 35. 

The Outlook, — ** Remarkable for the dramatic power with which the 
scenes are di'awn and the intense bum in interes't which Mr. Hocking 
has woven about his characters. * Esau ’ is sure to be one of the novels 
of the season.” 

GREATER LOVE. 35. 6d, 

The New'castle Chronicle. — “ Though of a totally different character 
from * Lest We Forget,’ Mr. Hocking’s latest story is entitled to take 
rank along with that fine romance.” 

LEST WE FORGET. 35. 6d. 

Public Opinion. — “ I-Iis story is quite as good as any we have read of 
the Stanley Weyman’s school, and presents an excellent picture of tlie 
exciting times of Gardiner and Bonner,” 

AND SHALL TRELAWEY DIE ? 35. 

The Weekly Sun, — ‘*An engaging and fascinating romance. The 
reader puts the story down with a sigh, and wished there more cd* 
these breezy Cornish uplands, for Mr. Joseph Hocldng’s easy style 
of narrative does not soon tire.” 

JABEZ EASTERBROOK. 3s, 6d, 

The Rock, — “ Real strength is shown in the sketches, of which thaf 
of Brother Bowman is most prominent. In its way it is deligidftil,” 

THE WEAPONS OF MYSTERY. 35. and 
** Weapons of Mystery ” is a singularly powerful story of occult mflucnces 
and of their exertion for evil purposes, 

ZILLAH : A ROMANCE. 35. U. 

The Spectator, — **The drawing of some of the characters Indicates 
the possession, by Mr. Hocking of a cons.lderabIe gift of humour. The 
contents of his book Indicate that he takes a gehuiae interest in the 
deeper problems of the' day 
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THE MONK OF MAR-SABA. 3s. 6 d. 

The Star Great powex and thrilling interest. . . . The scenery m 
th« Hoh; Land lias rarely been so vividly described as in this chanaiRg 
book of Mr. Hocidng’sd* 

THE PURPLE FiOBE. 35. 6 d., and 25. net. 

Ths Queen. — “ It is exceedingly clever, and excites t'lie reader's ifiteress 
and briogs out the powerml nature of the clever young ministcf. This 
. most engrossing book challenges comparison with the brilliance of 
, . Lotiiair.” 

TITE SCARLET WOMAN. 3.9. 6 d., and 2s. net. 

The Methodist Recorder,—*' This is Mr. Hocking's strongost and 
■. best book. We advise every one to- read it. The plot is simple, compact ■ . 
and strenuous ; the writing powerful.*’ 

ALL MEN ARE LIARS. $s. 6 d,, and 19. net. 

The Christian World,—** This is a notable book. Thoughtful people 
vdll be fascinated by its actuality, its fearlessness, and the iixsight it 
gives into the influence of modern thought and literature.” 

ISHMAEL PENGELLY : AN ■ OUTCAST. 39. 6 d. 

The Athek/Eum.— “ The book is to be recommended for the drmiiaiic 
effectiveness of som.e of the scenes.” 

ITIE STORY OF ANDREW .FAIRFAX. 3s. 6 i. 

The Manchester Examiner.— “ Rustic scenes are drawn with free, 
broad touches, without Mr. Buchanan’s artihdaii'i}/, and, if we may 
venture to say it, with more realism' than Mr. Hardy’s country pictures.” 

THE BIRTHRIGHT. 3/. 

The Spectator. — ** * The Birthright * is, in its way, quite as well con- 
structed, as w'eii written, and as full of incident as any story that has 
ooxne from the pen of Sir Conan Doyle or Mr, Stanley Weyraan.” 

MISTRESS NANCY MOLESWORTH. 3s. 

The Scotsman. — “ * Mistress Nancy Molesworth ’ is as charming a story 
of the kind as could be wished, and it excels in literary ivorkmanship 
as well as in imaginative vigour and daring invention.” 

FIELDS OF FAIR RENOWN. 3s. 6 d. 

The Dundee Advertiser. — ** Mr, Hocking has produced a work which 
his readers of all classes will appreciate. . . . There are exhibited some 
of the most beautiful aspects of disposition.” 

GOD AND MAMMON. 39.' 6^„ aad 6^^. 

The Literary World. — “ The story is vigorously told, his struggles, 
his success, and his love atairs are vividly described, while a strong 
religious tone pervades the book.” 

AN ENEMY HATH DONE THIS. 39. 6 d, , 

Is a story In almost a new vein for Mr, Hocking. He has written of 
Cornwall before, but never such a story of plot and counterplot,, mystery 
and ad\‘entHre, so deftly mterraingied, a$ this, • 

XI' ■ ' 
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EDGAM- WALLACE 

GREY TBIOTHY. 6s. 

Daily News anj> Leabee.— Mr.' Wallace bas writien oue of the in 031 
eEciiiiig and sensational stories \yq have read for some tinie.” 

...THE. .PEOPLE.. OF THE. RIVER. 65 .,, aiid.. 6 fi.., . 

The Gentleman’s Journal.— “ There is masculine viiiiity in evrrv 
line, and from hrst to last our attention is closely gripped; a grund. 
book, unaffected and sincere.” 

TPIE RIVER OF STARS. 6s., and 6cL 
The Times. — Mr. Wallace knows as well as any one hm b:> ilaviie 
and how to administer startling surprises,” 

;■ TiE:::':FOURT ;''ELAOlJE.. ■. 6s . ' 

The Financial Times. — “This is a novel abounding in excitement and 
Hscinating throughout.” 

^:':BGsaiibovof;:the-.''riv^^ 

Referee Mr.’ .Edgar Wallace’s stories- of ; the' West Coast, 
welcome, and. , his latest wiil be,as' .popular "as,, aiiy'bfvitS: ,pre-:t 
decessors, for the masterful methods o! Mr, Coramissloiier Sanders are 
an abiding delight.” 

■;:fHE'':::Ai)M,iR^^ 

Birmingham Post.—” Mr. Wallace has here made a hit \nth a book full 
of humour and diverting incident.” 


ARTHUR W. MARCHMONT ■ ■ 

:m^;TkE:.lfAME;OF^T^ 

North Devon Journal. — “ A novel of absorbing interest. 'Die piol 
is developed very cleverly, and there is a delightful luve theme.” 

;AM.y'IMPERIAL' 

Scotsman. — “The action never flags,' the romantic elemeui Is alwevg 
pm-amount, so that the production is bound to appeal siiccesslully to h\ 
::.vedav.erS' of -spirited ..^ fiction.” .■ e-. ■ 

UNDER THE BLACK EAGLE, 6s/ 

Sheffielb Daily /Telegraph.— “Is a sensational story of 
siderable ment, ^with a clever plot and a series of exciring mcitiiTri-i. 

It Is a capitai piece of work.” 

ABEipEEN Fhee Press,—” There are tlirllls on every page, aitt] evorv ' 
■ chapter is packed full of sensations'.” ' 
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JUSTUS MILES FORMAN 

THE ISLiS^ND OF ENCHANTMENT. 6s. 

Madame.-—** Rather should this delightful volume have been titled 
* The Bool*: of Enchantment.* ’* 

THE UNKNOWN LADY. 65 ., 2 s. met, is, net. 

Observer.—** This is the best work its author has ever attempted or 
achieved. There is charm in every line of it,*' 

BIANCA’S' DAUGHTER. 65 .. i'5. net, and 6i. 

The Athenaeum. — ** Mr. Forman is one of the most distinctively romaniic 
writers of to-day. He has a fund of hne sympathy,” 

JOURNEYS END. 6s., jd. net, and 6d. * 

The Court Journal. — ** Surprisingly fresh, abounding in touches of 
observaiioa and sentiment.” 

MONSIGNY : THE SOUL OF GOLD. 6s., yd. net, and 6d. 
The Daily Telegraph. — ** The novel is admirable, the idea is verv 
cleverly worked out, and the book is worthy of much praise.** 

THE GARDEN GF LIES. 6 . 5 ., yd. net, and 6^1. ' 

The Daily News. — “ This novel is far in advance of anything that 
Mr. Forman has hitherto accomplished. * The Garden of Lies ’ belongs 
to that class of story which touches the heart from- the hrst. It is a real 
romance, lull of vigour and a clean, healthy life.*’ 

TOMMY CARTERET. 6s., is. net, yd. net, and 6d. 

The Daily Chronicle. — ” This is a fine book, thoroughly hue from 
■ start to finish.** ' . ■ ' 

BlICHANANhS WIFE. ' 6 s., is. net, 7 ^'^. net, and 6d. 

The Daily Telegraph. — ” * Buchanan’s Wife * may be regarded as 
another success for an already successful author.*’ 

A MODERN ULYSSES, 6s. 

People’s Saturday Journal.— “ Full of exciting incidents handled in 
a bright, crisp style.” . • ■ ■ 

'IHE QUEST. 6s. 

World. — ** * The Quest ’ is every whit as good as its author’s best 
known story, ‘ The Garden of Lies.* ” 

THE COURT OF THE ANGELS. 6s, 

1'he AtheK/EUM.— ** A gay, light-hearted, and pleasantly discursive 
book.” 

THE HARVEST MOON. 6s. 

The Standard,— ‘* Mr. Forman is an accomplished. writer o! romance 
as he has shown us on many previous occasions, and once again he holds 
U3 vdth his spell J* 

THE OPENING DOOR. 6s. 

One of the best stories Justus Miles Forman has written since *'The 
Ciardea of Lies.” 

TliE SIX RUBIES. 3 s. 6 ^^,. . " 

Palpitates with life and energy, and shows BIr. Forman in quite a new 
vein. Never has ho written anythio.g more exciting. ■ 
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E. PHILLIPS OPPENHEIM 


FALSE EVIDENCE. 6s., and as. net. 

Westeek^ Mail. — ** One takes up a story by Mr. E. Phillips Oppenfaoim 
with the oertaiaty of enjoyment, and the reader is .!ievr3r disappointed.’* 


■THE POSTMASTER OF ' MARKET DEIGNTON. 6s., 

2s. net, IS, net. 

Freeman’s Journal. — “ Mr, Oppenhelm’s undoubted geaiius for cirvei* 
constractioa and guarding his secret was never better shown tliari in this 
story.” 


THE .PEER AND THE WOMAN. 6s., 2 s. net, i;s. net, 
and 6d, 

The Coventry Standard. — A thrilling story by that clever writer of 
hetion, Mr. E. Phillips Oppenheim, which v/iil add another work of 
interest to the already long list of his delightful creations.” 


BERENICE. 6s., and 6d, 

The Yorkshire Observer. — “More sincere work than Is to be found in 
this novel Mr. Oppenheim has never written The subject shows the 
author in a new and unexpected light.” 


MR. MARXES SECRET. 6s., and 6d. 

The Scotsman. — “ * Mr. Marx’s Secret * lias a wonderful power ol 
fascination ; it is strongly written, and Is certain to appeal to tliat: 


popular author’s admirers.” 


JEANNE OF THE MARSHES. 6s., 2 s. net, and 6i. 
Bristol Mercury.* — “ * Jeanne of the Marshes ’ is charming and delight* 
ful in the e.xtreme ; without a doubt it wall be voted one of the feest 
novels of the season. ” 


THE LONG ARM. 63., and 6d. 

The World. — “ 'The Long 'Arm* is a clever story, winch no one will 
lay down till every line is read.” 


THE GOVERNORS, 65., and 6d. 


The Globe.—" ' The Governors ' is by Mr. E. P. Oppenh«m-.-need 
more be said to assure the reader that it Is as full of ruses, politics, and 
sensations as heart could desire.” 


THE MISSIONER, 6s., jd. mi, and 6fl 

The Kudpersfield Examikeb.— “ We have nothing bat the very 


highest praise for this book. Deeply engrossing as a novel, piiPi in stvfo' 
"md' practically fauitiess-as a-Jiterary work,” " " 


CONSPIRATORS. ,65., and 6d. 

'' The Daily Telegraph.— " .The • atithor must be. ooagratiilatecl on 
litviBg achieved a story which Is full of Itveliness,” 

's' 
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THE SECRET. 65 ., yd, net, and 6d. 

The Standard.—** We have no hesitation in saying that this is the finest 
and most absorbing story that Mr. Oppenheim has ever written. It 
glows with feeling ; it is curiously fertile in character and incident, and 
It works its way onward to a most remarkable climaxd’ 

A MAKER , OF HISTORY. 6s., yd, net, and 6d, 

Thk Standard. — “ Those who read * A Maker of History * will revel in 
the plot, and will enjoy ail those numerous deft touches of actuality 
that have gone to make the story genuinely interesting and exciting.” 

THE MASTER MUMMER. 6s., 2 s. net, is. net, and 6i. 

1‘HS Dundee Advertiser,—** It is a beautiful story that is here set 
ivithltt a story.” 

THE BETRAYAL. 6s., 2 S. net, and 6d, 

The Dundee Advertiser. — ** Mr. Oppenheirn’s skill has never been 
disi'dayed to better advantage than here. ... He has excelled himself, 
and to assert this is to declare the novel superior to nine out of ten of 
its coatemporaries,” 

ANNA, THE ADVENTURESS. 6s., yd. net, and 6d. 

The Daily Nev:s. — ** Mr. Oppenheim keeps his readers on the alert 
from cover to covei:, and the story is a fascinating medley of romance 
and mystery.” 

THE YELLOW CRAYON. 6s., and 6d. 

The Daily Express. — “ Mr. Oppenheim has a vivid imagmation, and 
muth sympathy, fine powers of nan'ative, and can suggest a life history 
in a sentence,’* 

A PRINCE OF SINNERS. 6s., and 6(1 
Vanity Fair. — ** A vivid and powerful story. Mr. Oppenheim knows 
the world, and the unusual nature of the setting in which his leading 
characters live gives this book distinction among the novels of the season.* 

THE TRAITORS. 6s., and 6d. ■ 

The Athen/eum.' — “ Its interest begins on the first page and ends on 
the last. The plot is ingenious and well managed, the movement of the 
story is admirably swift, and the characters are exceedingly vivacious.” 

A LOST LEADER. 6s., yd, net, md 6d. 

The Daily Graphic. — ** Mr. Oppenheim almost treats us to a romance 
which is full of originality and interest from first to last.” 

MR. WING-RAVE, MILLIONAIRE. 6s., yd, net. ^ and 6d, 
The British Weekly. — ** Like good wine Mr, Oppenheim’s novels 
need no bush. They attract by their own' charm, and are imiivalkd in 

pO'pitlarity.” 

AS A MAN LIVES. 6s., atid 6d. • ' 

The Sketch.— ” The mterest .of the book, always keen and absorbing,- 
is due to some extent to a pmzk so 'admirably planned as to defy the 
penetration of the most experienced novel reader.” 

. 7 .: , ■ . , ,, 
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A DAUGHTER OF THE MARIONIS. 6s., and 6d.. 

The Scotsman. — Mr. Oppeaheim^ stories alm»‘ays display much melo- 
dramatic power and considerable origiaaiity and ingenxiity of cuo- 
struction. These and other qualities of the successful writer of roma'ace 
are manifest in * A Daughter of the Marionis.’ 

THE MYSTERY OF MR. BERNARD BROWN. 6a'. , and 6d. 

The Aberdeen Daily Journal. — The story is rich in sensational 
incident and dramatic situations. It is, seldom, indeed, that we meet 
with a novel of such power and fascination.” 

THE- 'MAN AND HIS KINGDOM. 6s,, and 6d. 

The Freeman’s Journal. — “The story is worthy of.Merriman at his 
very best. It is a genuine treat for the ravenous and often disappoiiUed 
novel reader.” 

THE WORLD^S .GREAT "SNARE. 65 ., and’ 6d, 

‘ The World,—” It is full of 'dramatic incidents, thoroughly exciting and 
realistic. There is not one dull page from beginning to end.” 

A MONK OF CRUTA. 6s„ and 6d, 

The Bookman. — “ Intensely dramatic. The book Is an a'cbievenxecit 
at which the author may well be gratitied.” 

MYSTERIOUS MR. SABIN, 65 ., and Gri, 

The Literary World. — “ As a story of interest, wi l.h. a deepdald and 
exciting plot, this of the ‘ Mysterious Mr, Sabin ’ can hardly be surpassed, ” 

A MILLIONAIRE OF YESTERDAY. 6s., 25. net, and Gd 
The Daily Telegraph. — “ We' cannot but welcome with enthiisfasm 
a really welMoId story like. * A Millionaire of Yesterday.’ ” 

THE SURVIVOR, 6s., and'ei. 

The Hottincham Guardian.—” We must give a compicumis place on 
its merits to this excellent story. It is only necessary to read a page or 
two in order to become deeply interested.” 

THE GREAT AWAKENliSTG. 65 ., and 6d, 

The Yorkshire^ Post.— A weird and- fascinating story, which for real 
beauty and originality ranks far above the ordinary novel” 

FOR THE QUEEN. ;6s. . 

Modern Society,— ” The' fame of Mr. Oppenheitn is wwld-wide, and In 
" For the Queen/ the author lives- up' to the. highest traditions of his 
reputation as a writer of fiction.” ' 

THOSE 'OTHER DAYS.. 'ds. " '' " ' 

. Mr. Oppenheim ranges ■with assured mastery from grave, to gay, wivile 
* diplomatic scandals and political intrigues are woven “with that clellcate 
' skill wliich we expect from him as a sort of right. 

EXPIATION. ^ 35 , , 6 '#., and 2 s«- n^t. 

, Mr. Oppenheim is one of -the cleverest weavers of plots who write I lie 
English language, 'and. he has 'many examples of his skid ** K xplatian ” 

• Is -quite one of his best. ' " 


